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The Prologue. 

Chorus. 

T wo houjholds both alike indignity, 

( Inf air e V erona, where we lay out S cent ) 
From ancient grudge hr take to new mutiny , 
where eivill Rood makts.cmd hands uncle tine. 
From forth thefatall lotnts of thefe two foes 
A p air e offtarre-erofi lovtrs take their life, 
who ft mtf adventur'd piteous over thr owes . 

Doth with their deathburie their Parents rife. 
The fear efull pajfage of their death~nrarkt love. 
And the continuance of their Parents rage, 
which but their childrens end nought couldremove. 
Is now the two houres trafficke of our Stage-, 

The which if you with pattern eat es attend, 
what here fhallmijfe, ourtoylefbaB firive to mend. 



'V'r iJi 










THE MOST EXCEL. 

LENT AND LAMENTABLE 
Hiftorie of R omeo and 



,';sr; 



JUL I E ?. 

^ ’ r ‘ ! 




Enter Sampfon and Gregorie with Swords and Bucklers, 
of the H oafs o/Capulet. 

j Amp. Gregorie , on my word WCe*U not curie 

< coales. 

, Greg. No, for then we fliould be Colliers. 

Samp . 1 meane,and we be in choler wee'll draw. 
mi (jreg. I, while you live draw your necke out of the 

collar. 

Samp. I ftrik.e quickly being moved. 

Qreg. But thou art not quickly moved to ftrike. 

Samp. A doggeofthe houfe of Mount ague moves me. 
cjreg. To move is to ftirre , and to be valiant is to ftand. 
Therefore if thou art moved thou runn'ft away. 

Samp. A dogge of that houfe (ball move me to ftand- 
I will take the wall of any man or maide of Mountaoues. 

mttemU ^ eWCS tfieeaweakeflave > forthe weakeftgocs 

Samp. 'Tis true, and therefore women being the weaker vef- 
fels are ever thru ft to the will : therefore I will pu (b Mount a- 
guts men from the wall, and thruft his maides to the wall 
Cr^.The quarrell is between our Matters and us their men. 
Samp. Tm i all one,I vyilHhewmyfelfe a Tyrant, when I have 

thefr h heads. themen 1 mllbecrueIlvvit h the maid s, I will cut off 
Greg. The heads ofthe maids ! 

A 3 - x Samp. 



, Tbemofl lamentable Tragedy 

niWett'lieadfttalte 

« in what ftnie thou wilt- ... . . ' 

Grtr. They muft take it in fenfe that feele it. 

Samp . Mec they fliillfcelc while Iamable toftandi and u* 
knowne lam a pretty pieceof flefli. . r r~ 

Gref ’Tis welI,tnoiwrt not fi(h; it thou hadft , . thou hadft 
beenepoorejohfi : draw thy.toole, here comes of the houieof 
Mountague/. 

Enter two other Servingmen . 

Samp. My naked weapon is out,quarreIl, I will backe thee. 
Greg . How, turne thy backe and runne ? 



5*j»/>.Fearemepqt. , 



>u)W*^ ndlqfnn3*n 






Greg . No marrie,lfearethee ! 

Samp. Let us take the Law of our fides, let them begin. 

Greg . I will frown as j paffe by,& let them takeit as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they dare:I wiilbitemy thumb at them, which 
is a dilgrace to them ifthey beare it. 

A hr a. Doe you bite yourthumb at us fir ? 

Samp. I doe bite my thumb fir. ,- v ^ 

A hr a- Doe you bite your thumbe at us fir ? -IIoo 

5^. Is the law on our fide^if I fay I B ; i 1 - 

Greg. No. 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my thumbe at you fir, but I bice 
my thumbe fir. . ; . v . ; Ar/omoT 

Greg. Doe you quarrel I fir ? >riT 

A hr a. Quarrel! fir, no fir 1 . ; : •• - r -.\ • - 

But if you doe fir, J am foryou,Iferve as good a man 

as you. 

zAbra.N o better. ) 

Samp.WclUir. Enter Benvolio. 

Greg. Say better, here comes one of my Maftcrs kinfmen. 
Samp. Yes better fir. 

A bra. You lie. 

Samp. Draw if you be men > Gregory remember thy fwaflhing 
blow. They fight. 

Ben. Part fooles,pnt up your fwords, you know not what you 

dot. ^ \ 

Enter 



* 



»f Romeo and Juliet. 

EnterTibzlv* 

Tilth . WhatPart thou dra wne among thefe heartlefle hinder 
Turne thee 2?#w*/wilooke upon thy death. 

Ben. I doe but keepe the peace, put up thy fword, 

Or mannage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tib . What drawnc and talke of peace ? I hate the word. 

As I bare hell, all Mountague/, and thee : 

Have at thee Coward. 

Enter three or four e Citizens with cltibs or parti fans. 

Offi.Chhs, bills,and partifans, ftrike, beat themdownc 
Downe with the Capulet s,do wne with the Mount agues. 

Enter old Capulet in his gowste, and his Wife. 

Cap. What noife is this ? give me my long fword hoe. 

Wife. A crutch, a crutch , why call you for a fword ? 

Cap. My fword I fay, old Mount ague is come. 

And nourifhes his blade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Mountague and his Wife. 

Moun. Thou villaine Capulet : hold me not, let me goe. 

M Wife a. Thou fhak not ftir one foot to feeke a foe- 
Enter Prince Eskales, with his traine . 

Prince. Rebel lions lub jed>s, enemies topeace, 
Profanersofthis neighbour-ftained fteele. 

Will they noc heare ? what hoe, you men, you beafts, 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountaines ifluing from your veines. 

On paine of torture, from thole bloody hands 
Throw your miftemper’d weapons to the ground, 

And heare the fentence of your moved Prince. 

Three civi 11 brawles bred of an ayrie word. 

By thee old C apulet and Mountague , 

Have thrice diftuf b’d the qufet of our ftreets, 

And made V tronas ancient Citizens 
Caft by their grave befeeming ornaments. 

To wield old partifans in hands as old, 
ancred wit.h peace, to part your cancred hate : 

If ever you difturb our ftreets againe, 
i our lives fhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

A 3 For 
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The moft lament able Tragedy 

For this time all the reft depart away: 

You fapuletfiall goe along with me. 

An d Mount ague come you this aftcrnoone, 

To know our further pleafure in this cafe. 

To old Free-Towne,our common judgement place. 
Once more on paine of death all men3epart. 



\'CT 



Exeunt* 



Mount . Who let this ancient quarrell new abroach ? 
Speake Nephew, were you by when it began ? 

Ben . Here were the fervants of your adverfary 
And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach ; 

I drew to part them, in the inftant came 
The fiery T ibalt with his fword prepar’d. 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares. 

He fwong about his head and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt withall, hifs’d him in fcorne : 

While we were enterchanging thrufts andblowes, 

Came more and more, and fought on part and part. 

Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 

Wife . O whereis "Romeo , faw you him to day ? 

Right glad am 1 he was not at this fray. 

Ben . Madam, an houre before the worfliipt funne 
Peerd forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled minde drave me to walke abroad, 

Where underneath the grove of Sycamore 
That Weft ward rooteth from this City fide, 

So early walking did I fee your Sonne : 

Tow’rds him I made ; but ne was ware of me. 

And ftole into the covert of the wood . 

I meafuring his affeftions by my owne, 

Which then moft fought where moft might not be found. 
Being one too many by my weary felfe, 

Purfu’d my humour, not purfuing his. 

And gladly fhunn’d , who gladly fled from me. 

Mount . Many a morninghath he there been feene. 
With teares augmenting the frefh mornings dew. 

Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep fighes, 



ef Romeo and Juliet, 

But all fo foone as the all cheering Sunne 
Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw 
The fhadie curtaines from t Auroras bed. 

Away from light fteales home my heavie fonne. 

And privatein his chamber pens himfelfe, # 

Shuts up his windowes, lockes faire day-light out, 

And makes himfelfe an artificial! night. 

Blackeand portendousmuft this humour prove, 

Unlefle good counfell may the caufe remove. 

Ben . My noble unkle dfoe you know the caufe ? 

Moun . I neither know it , nor can learne of him. 

Ben. Have you importun’d him by any meanes ? 

Moun. Both by my felfe and many other friends, 

But he his owne affe&ions Counfellor 
Is to himfelfe (I will not fay how true) 

But to himfelfe fo fecret and fo clofe. 

So farre from founding and difeovery. 

As is the bud bit with an envious worme. 

Ere he canfpread his fweet leaves to the ayre, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame : 

Could we but learne from whence hisforrowes grow. 

We would as willingly give cure as knew* 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. See where he comes; fo pleafe you ftep afide. 

Tie know his grievance or be much deni’d. 

Moun. I would thou wert fb happy by thy flay. 

To heare true fhrift : Come Madam lets away. 

Exeunt . 

Benvol. Good morrow Coufin. 

"Rom. Is the day fo young ? 

Ben. But new ftrooke nine. 

Rom. Ay me, fad houres feeme long : 

Was that my father that went hence ib fa ft ? 

Ben. It was : what fadnefle lengthens Romeos houres ? 

Not having that, which having makes them fhort. 



But 



Rem, Out. 
Ben* Of love? 



Rom. 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 
%om. Out ofher favour where I am in tove. 
Ben. Alas that love 16 gentle in his view, 

Should be fo tyrannous and.rough in proofe 7 
'Bom. Alas that love, whofe view is muffled mil, 
Should without eyes fee pathwayes to his will 
Where (hall we dine ? O me, what fray was here ? 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard ic all : 

Here's much to doe with hate, but more with love 
Why then O brawling; love , O loving hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created, 

O heavie lightnefle , ferious vanity, 

Milbapen Chaos ofwellfeeming formes 



1 r 

■ if* f t! 



do 



vc 
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Doft thou not laugh ? 

Ben . No Coze, I rather weepe. 

‘Rom. Good heart at what ? 

Ben. At thy good hearts oppreffion. 

Tom. Why luch is loves tranfgreffion. > ; • r 

Griefes of my owne lye heavie in my bread, ’ 

Which thou wilt propagate to have it preft 
With more of thine : 'this love that thou haft fliowne. 

Doth adde moregriefe to too much of mine owne. 

Love is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes, 

Being purg’d, a fire fparkling in lovers eyes ; 

Beingvext,a fea noun lb t with loving teares : 

What is it elle ? a madnefle mod difcreet, 

A choking gall, and a prelervingfweet. 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben, Soft, I will goe along, 

And if you leave me lb you doe me wrong. 

Bom . Tut, I have loft my feife, I am not here. 

This is not Borneo, hee’s fome other where* 

Ben. Tell me in iadnefle, who is that yon love ? 

‘Ryn. What ? fhall J groane and tell thee ? 

Ben. Grone, why no, but iadly tell me who. 

Bom. 



*f Romeo and Juliet 

Bom- Bid a ficke man in fadnefle make his will : 

A word ill urg’d to one that is fo ill : 

In fadnefle coufin I doe love a woman. 

Ben. I aym’d fo neare when I fuppos’d you lov’d. 

Rom. A right good marke-man : and fhee’s faire I love. 

Ben. A right faire marke, faire Coze, is fooneft hit. 

Rom. Well, in that hit you mifle ; fhee’ll not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, fhe hath Dians wit : 

And in ftrong proofe of chaftity well arm’d. 

From loves weake childifh bow (hee lives uncharm’d : 

She will not ftay the fiege of loving tearmes* 

Nor bide th’ incounter of aflailing eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to Saint feducing gold : 

O fhe is rich in beauty, onely poore. 

That when (he dyes, with beauty dyes her ftore. 

Ben. Then fhe hath fworne that (he will ftill livechaft. 

^^w.Sheehath,andinthat (paring makes huge waft, 

For beauty fterv’d with her feverity. 

Cuts beauty off from all pofterity. 

Shee is too faire, too wife, wifely too faire, 

To merit blifle by making medefpaire : 

She hathforfworne to love, and in that vow. 

Doe I live dead, that live to tel lit now. 

Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to thinke ofher. 

Rom. O teach me how I Ihould forget to thinke 

B en. By giving Iibertie unto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

Bom. Tis the way to call her s (exquifite) in queftion more s 
Thefe happy Maskes that kifle faire Ladies browes, 

Being blacke, pur us in minde they hide the faire : 

He that is ftrucken blinde cannot forget 
The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft. 

Shew me a Miftris that is pafling faire. 

What doth her beauty ferve,but as a nore. 

Where T may read who paft that pafling faire? 

Farewr 1!, thou canft not teach me to forget. 

Ben. ’He pay that do£rine,or elfe dye in debt. 



JB ' eeennt. 

Enter 




Tbtmoft lamentable Tragedy 
Enter Capulec, ^ Paris ,*ni the Cbm*. 
Cap. And Montague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike, and Vis not hard , I thinke. 

For men lo old as we to keep the peace. • 

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both, 

And pitie ’tis yon liv’d at ods lo long. 

But now my Lord what fay you to my flute ? _ 

Cap. But laying o' re what 1 have iaidbefore. 

My childe is yet a ftranger in the world, _ 

Shee hath not feene the change offourteene yeeres . 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may’thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Paris. Younger than fhe are happy mothers made. 
Cap And too loone mar’d are thole (b early made : 
The earth hath fwallow’d all my hopes but Ibe, 

She is the hopefull Lady of my earth : 

But wooe her gentle r P*ris, get her heart, 

Mywilltoherconlentisbutapart: 

And die agree, within her fcope of choice 

Lyes my confent, and faire according voice. 

This night I hold anold accuftomed fea/t. 

Whereto I have invited manyagueft, 

Such as I love, and you among the Gore, 

One more (mod welcome) makes my number more : 
At my poore houfe looke tobehold this night. 

Earth treading ftarres.that makedarke heaven light: 
Such comfort as doe lufty young men feele, 

When well appareld zAprtlon the heele 
Of limping winter treads ; even fuch delight 
Among frelhFenrfell buds (hall you this night 
Inherit at my houle, heare all, allfee, 

And li ke her mod whofe merit modlballbe: 

Which on more view of many, mine being one, 

M ay dand in number, thougn in reckning none. 
Come, goe with me : goe firrah, trudge about. 
Through faire Verona , finde thole perlons out, 

W hole names are written there, and to them fay. 



My 
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ef Romeo and Juliet; 

My houfe and welcome on their pleafure flay* ^ 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Here it is writ- 
ten, that the fhoo- maker fliould meddle with his yard , and the 
raylerwithhisLaftythe fifher with his penfill, and the painter 
with his nets. But I am lent to finde thofe perfons whofe names 
are here writ, and can never find what names the writing perlon 
hath here writ (I muft to the learned) in good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben- Tut man, one fireburnes out anothers burning. 

One paine is Iefned by anothers anguifli : 

Turne giddy, and be holpe by backward turning, 

One ddperate griefe cures with anothers languifti : 

Take thou feme new infe&ion to the eye. 

And the ranke poyfon of theold will dye. 

Your Plantanleafe is excellent for that. 

Ben . For what I pray thee ? 

B^m. For your broken fhin. 

Ben. Why Borneo art thou mad? " 

Bom. Not mad , but bound more than a mad man is. 

Shut up in prilon, kept without my food, 

W hipt and tormented, and Godaengood fellow. 

Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you reade? 

. %om . I, mine owne fortune in my mifery . 

Ser. Perhaps you have learned it without booke. 

But I pray can you read any thing you fee ? 

Bom. I,if I know the letters and the language. 

Ser. Ye fay hrneftly, reft ye merry. 

Rom t Stay fellow, I can read. 

He reads the Letter. 



A. w v V r A mr rr | 

— j lively Helena. 

A faire aflembly, whither fhould they come \ 

B 2 



Ser* 



The mo f foment able Tragedy 

Ser. Up. 

Rom. Whither ? to tapper ? 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Rom. Whole houie? 

Sen My Matters. f , , r 

Rom. Indeed I fliould have askt you that before. . 

Ser. Now He tell you without asking: My Matter is the 
great rich Capulet, & if you be not of the houfe of Mount Agues, 
I pray come and cruth a cup of wine. Reft you merry. 

Ben* At this fame ancient feaft of (fapulets* 

Sups the faire Routine whom thou fo lovcft. 

With all the admired beauties of V erona : 

Goe thither, and with unattainted eye 
Compare her face with fome that I fnall (hew. 

And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Rom. When the devout Religion of mine eye, 

Maintaines fach falfhood , then turne teares to fire* 

And theie who often drown’d could never dye, 

Tranfparent Heretickts be burnt for liars. 

One fairer than my love ! th* all-feeing Sun 
Ne’re faw her match , fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. Tut, you faw her faire none elfe being by. 

Her (elfe pois’d with her felfe in either eye : 

But in that Chryftall fcales let there be waigh’d. 

Your Ladies Jove againft fome other maide 
That I will fhew you fhining at this feaft. 

And ftie (hall fcant fhew well that now fhewes beft, 

T^.Ile goe along no fuch fight to be (howne. 

But to rejoice in fjplendor of mine owne. 

Enter Capulets Wife and N nrf t. 

Wife. Nurfe, where’s my daughter ? call her forth to mee. 

Nurfe. Now by my maiden-head at twelve yeeres old I had 
her : come, what Lamb , what Lady-bird,G od for bid •* 

Where's this Girle ? what Juliet. Enter Juliet. 

Jfili. How now ? who calls ? 

Nurfe. Tour Mother, 

Jtili , Madam I a.m here* what is your will? 

Wife. 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

Wife. This is the matter. Nurfe give leave a while , we muft 
talke in fecret. Nurfe come backe againe, I have remeinbred me, 
thou’fe heare our counfell.Thou knowUmy daughter s ofa pret-. 
ty age. 

Nurfe. Faith lean tell her age unto an houre. 

Wife. Shee’s not foureteene, 

Nurfe. ’ Ilelayfourteene of my teeth , and yet to my teene be ft 
fpoken , I have but [ our e, [hee s not four e teene. 

How long vs it now to Lammas tide ? 

wife . A fortnight and odde da yes. 

Nurfe. Even or odd ,of all dates in theyeer come Lammas Eve 
at night (had (he be fourteen. Sulan and [he, God refi all Chriftian 
foulesyvere of an age. Wetl* Sulan is with God, [he was too good for 
me. But , as Ifaid , on Lammas Eve at night (hall [he be fourteen* 
then [hall [hee marry , I remember it well. ’ Tis fince the Earth- 
quake now eleven yeeres ; and [he was weand, I never [hall for get 
it >o fall the dayes in the ye ere upon that day : for I had then laid 
wormewoodto my dug , fitting in the fun under the Dove-houfe 
wall : my Lord and you were then at Mantua , nay I doe be are a 
braine.But,as I faidyvhen it did tafie the wormewoodonthe nip± 
pie of my dug , and felt it bitter, pretty foole to fee it teachie , and 
fall out with the dug : Shake quoth the dove -houfe [twos no need 
I trow to bid me trudge : and fince that time Jtis clevenyeeres , 
for then [he could fland alone, nay by th' rood [hee could have run 
and wadledall about : for even the day before [he broke her brow * 
and then my husband , God be with his foule[a was a merry man* 
tookup the child, yea, quoth he,doefi thoufallupon thyfacehhou 
wilt fall backward when thou hafi more wit , wilt thou not j ule ? 
and by mj holidam the pretty wretch left crying and faidj ; to 
fee now how a jefi [hall come about. I warrant and Ifhalllive a 
thoufand yeeres / never jhould forget it : wilt thou not Jute, quoth 
he ? and pretty foole itfiintedandfaid, I. 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Yes Madam, yet I cannot chufe but laugh jo thinke it 
Jhould leave crying and fay >I>& yet 1 warrant it hadon it brow a 
bump as big as ayoung cockrels fione,aperillous knock & it cried 
bitterly : yea, quoth myhufbandfalfi upon thy face, thou wilt fall 

% 3 back^ 
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The mofi lament able T raged] 

"^llfftod'ftintthomDO, I pray thee Nurfe, fay I. 

R Peace, I have don.GUm.rke thee to *^**£ 
MfreauflUbe that ere I r.urft , and I might live to fee 
thee married once* l have my wtjh. 

Old La. Mary that marry is the very Theame 
I came to talked : tell me daughter Juliet , 

How ftands your difpofitions to be married . 
juli- It is an houre that I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. An houre ! re ere not lonely Nurfe , l would jay thou 
hadtl ■fitch thy re, (dome from thy teat. 

Old La. Well, thinke ofMarriage now, younger than you 
Here in Verona , Ladies of efteeme. 

Are made already mothers by my count: , 

I was your mother much upon thefeyeares 

That you are now a maide : thus then inbriere. 

The valiant Tarts feekes yon for his love. 

Nude. A manyoung Lady, Lady, fuch a man at all the world, 

Why hee’s a man ofroaxe , 

Old La. Verona’s Summer hath not fuch a flower. 

Nurfe. Nay hee’s a flower, in faith a -very flower , 

Old Z^.What fay you? can you love the Gentleman . 

This night you fhall behold him at our Feaft, 

Read o’re the volume of young Paris face, 

Andfinde delight writ therewith beauties pen* 

Examine every feverall lineament? 

And fee how one another lends content : 

And what obfcur’d in this faire Volume lyes, 

Finde written in the margent of his eyes. 

This precious booke of love, this unbound lover* 

Tobeautifie him onely lackes a Cover. 

Thefifh lives in the fea, and ’tis much pride. 

For faire without the faire within to hide : 

That booke in many eyes doth Chare the glory. 

That in gold clafpes lockes in the golden ftory : 

So fhall you Chare all that he doth pofleffe. 



By 
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ef Romeo and]nY\et. 

By having him, making your fetfe no leffc. 

7 Nurff.no kfle.nay b.ggcrwomcngrovvby men. 

Old La. Speake briefly, can you like of Parts love . 

7 „/;. He looke to like, if looking liking move. 

But no more deepe will I endart mine eye, , 

Tha n y our confent gives ftrength to make it fly e . "f 
Serving. Madam, the guefts arecome , fupper fervd up, y 
calld, my young Lady askr for, the Nurfe curft.nrhePantm 
and every thing in extremity : Imuft hence to wait, I befeech 

you follow ftrait. • n 

TUn Wp follow thee : Juliet the Countie itayes. 



Enter Romeo, Mercutio,Benvolio,w/'r^Ji^ or fixe other 
Masker scorch ’hearers, 

Rom, W hat ? (hall this fpeech be fpoke for our excufe > 

Or fhall we on without Apology ? 

Ben . The date is out ot fuch prolixity. 

Wee’ll have no Cupid hood-winkt with a skarfe. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of Lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafure us by what they will. 

Wee’ll mealiire them a meafure and be gone. 

Rom . Give me a Torch , I am not for this ambling. 

Being but heavie I will bearethe light. 

A(er . Nay gentle Romeo y we muft have you dance. 

Rom, Not I believe me, you have dancing Chooes 
W ich nimble foies ; I have a fbule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot move. 

Mer . Y ou are a Lover , borrow fop ids wings. 

And fore with them above a common bound. 

Rom Iamtoofbreenpearced with his Chafr, 

To foare with his light feathers ; and fo bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe. 

Under loves heavie burthen doe I finke- 

Mer. And to finke in it Chould yon burthen love. 

Too gteat oppreflion for a tender thing. 

Romeo* 
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Tom. Ts love a tender thing ? it is too rough. 

Too rude, too boifterous, and it prickes like thorne. 

Mer. Iflove be rough with you.be rough with love, 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love downe. 

Give me a cafe to puc my vifage in, 

A vifor for a viibr .• what care I 

What curious eye doth quote deformities, 

Here are the beetle- browes {hallblufhforme. 

£##.Come knock and enter, and no foonerin, 

But every man betake him to his legges. 

Rom. A torch for me, let wantons lighc of heart 
Tickle the fenfeleflerufhes with their heeles , 

For I am proverb’d with a graunfire phrale, 

’Jle be a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was ne’re lo faire , and I am dun. 

Mer. Tut, duns the moufe.the Conftables owne word i 
If thou art dun wee’ll draw thee from the mire : 

Or fave you reverence love.wherein thou (licked 
Up to the eares : come we burne day-light ho. 

R om . That’s not (o. 

Mer. I meane fir in delay, 

W ■ wafte-our lights invainc, lights lights by day : 

Take our good meaning, for our judgement fits, 

Five times in chat, e’re once in our fine wits. 

%om. And we meane well in going to this Mask, 
But’cisnowittogoe, 

Mer. Why, may one aske? 

Rom. I dreamt a dreame to night. 

Mer. And lo did I. 

Rom. Well, what was yours ? 

Mer. That dreamers often lye. 

Rom. In bed afleepe while they doe dreame things true. 

Mer. O then I fee Quecne Mab hath been with you : 

Shee is the Fairies Midwife, and fhee comes in Ihape no bigger 
than an Agat ftone , on the fore-fingerof an Alderman, drawne 
with a reeme of little atomies, bver mens mofes as they lye a- 
flecp,her waggon (pokes made of long fpinners legges, the cover 

of 



#/ Romeo and Juliet; 

of the wings of gralhoppers, her trace* of the fmafleft (pider? 
web, her collers of the moon-fhines watry beames , her whip of 
-Crickets bone, thelafhofphilome, her waggoner a (mall gray 
coatedGnac, nothalfefobiggeasaround little worme pridi 
fromthe lazie fingerofaman, hcrchariot isan emptieHafelf 
nut,made by the Joyner Squirrell or old Grub, time out of mind 
the Fairies Coach-makers : and in this ftate fhee gallops night 
by night through lovers braines , and then they dreame of love : 
on Courtiers knees, that dreame on Curfies ftrait ; o'rc Lawyer* 
fingers,who ftrait dreame on fees ; o re Ladies lips,who ftrait on 
kiflcs dreame ; which oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues# 
becauferheir breath with (weet meates tainted are ifometimes 
fheegallopso’re a Courtiers nofe,and then dreames heoffmak 
ling out aluit ; and fometime comes fhe witha tithe-pigs tail^, 
ticklingaparlbnsnofe as a lies afleepe, then he dreames ofan- 
other Benefice; lometime fheedrivetho’rea (buldiers neckev 
and then dreames hee of cutting forraine throats , of breaches* 
ambufcadoes, Spanifh blades, ofbealths’five fadomfe deep j and 
then anon drums in his eare ,at which hee ftarcs and wakes, and 
being thus frighted,fweares a prayer or two, and fleepes againet 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the night, 
and bakes the Elflockes infbule fluctifl* haircs, which once un~ 
tangled much misfortune bodes. 

This is the hag, when maides ly on their backes. 

That prefles them, and learnes them firft tobeare. 

Making them women ofgood carriage : 

This is (Lee. 

IRom. Peace, peace, Mer m to peace. 

Thou talkft,of nothing. 

Mer. True, Italkeofdreames, 

Which are the children of an idle braine, 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie. 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre. 

And more unconftant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bofome of the North; . 

And being angred, puffes away from thence, 

Turning his fide to the dew-dropping South. 

£ Sen, 
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The wo (t lataetittible Ttagedy 

II ,Thi ! »w r *^£r“ 

s „r«S-“r.'H”4"? -■ > • 

®^f s a e,h£ “ me 



* ■ “ lwo mms 
bands,andt h ey unwafe too^rsa the Court-cupboard, 

"Sir, A ryf h tl£SipiecfcofMaich. P ®n 
peer k m S,(»cr,^n , , «d 
jV>//, Anthonie and Po/p^- , 

^tnSehere a*K» «», che.ri,bo yC! , 

Bebciskea while, and the longer liver take a! f ,„„. 

■ ■ 

, Zap. Welcome Gemlemen. Ladies that have then toes 
Unplaced with Cotnes will walkeabout with you : 

Ah my Miftreffes, which of you all 

VV ill now deny to dance ? (be that makes dam , 

She 'lie (wear hath Comes: am I come neare you now. 

W elcome Gentlemen,! have Teen the day 

That 1 have worne a V ifor, and cou'd tel ^ 




$f Romeo and Juliet. 

Awhifperinetaleina fiihe Ladies care, 

Snch as would pleafe : ’us gone, us gone, us gone. 

You arc welcome Gentlemen : come Muhtians play. 

JMu ft eke p lay es , and they dance • 

A hall, a hall, give roome, and foot it girles, 
Morelightyou Knaves, and turne the tables up, JV , 
And quench the fire, the roome isgrowne too hot.. 

Ah firrah,this unlookt for fport comes well,, . 
Nayfit,nay fit, good cojufin Cafuletj . j 

For you and I are paft our dancing dayes : 

How long ifi now fince laft your felfe and I 
Were in a Make? 

2 . Cap. Berlady thirty yeeres* 7 . 

1. Cap.W hat man?'cis rm fo mueh/tis not fo much, 
Tis fince the Nuptiallof hucientio : 

Come Pentecoft as quickly as itwill, >i r,i r v 
Some five and twenty yeeres,and then we maskt. 

2. Cap. Tis more, ’tis more, his fonne i? elder fir, 
His fonije is thirty. ; vjr. '-uU' 

i . Cap, Will you tellme that ? 

His fonne was but a W ard two yeeres agoe. 

T^om. What Lady is that which doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight. 

Ser. I know not fir. 

c Rom. O foe doth teach the torches to burne bright : 
It feemes fiie hangs upon the cheeke of night. 

As a rich jewell in an >£thiops eare. 

Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too deare : 

So ftiewes a fnowie Dove trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady o’re her fellovves fiiowes : 

The meafure done. Tie watchherplace offiand. 

And touching hers , make blefled my rude hand. 

Did my heart love till now, forftveare it fight. 

For I ne’re faw true beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice fihould be a Mount ague. 
Fetch me my Rapier boy, what ? dares the flave. 

Come hither cover'd with an antique face, 

Ci 
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To fleere and icorne at our folcmnity ? 

Now by the flocke and honour ofmy km, , 

To ftrike him dead I hold ltnotalin. . , a. 

Cap. Why how now kmfman ? wherefore ftOfflW you Kn 
Tib. Uncle this Montague our foe, 

A villaine that is hither come in fpight. 

To fcorne at out folemnity this night* 

Cap.Yom^ Romco , is it ? 

Tib- ’Tis he, that villaine 'Rpmeo. 

Cap. Content thee gentle Coze, let Wmatonft 
Abeareshim like a portly Gentleman, 

And to lay truth V iron a brags ofhim. 

To be a vertuous and well govern’d youth ; 

I would not for the wealth of all this Towne » 

Here in my houfe doe him difparagement : 

Therefore tie patient , take no note ofhim. 

It is my will , the which ifthou teipeft, 

Shew a faire prefence, and put oft thefe frownes, 

An ill befceming femblance for afeaft . 

Tib- It fits when fuch a villaine is a gneft. 

Tie not endure him* . 

Cap. He fhalibe endured. 

What f goodman boy, I fay he fliall, goe too, 

Am I the Mafter here or you ? goe too : 

You’ll not endure him, God lhall mend my foule, 

You’ll make a mutiny among my guefts, 

You will let a cocke a hoope, you’ll be the man. 

Tib. W hy Uncle ’tis a fliame. 
fop. Goe too, goe too, 

Y ou are a laucy boy : ift lo indeed ? 

This trick may chance to fcath you I know! what ; 

You muft contrary me, marry ’tis time : 

Well laid my hearts : you are aPrincox, goe. 

Be quiet, or (more light, more light for fhame) 

Tie make yoixquiet (what) chearely my hearts. 

Tib. Patience perforce with wilfnllcnoler meeting. 

Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting; 

‘ Twill. 










#/ Romeo and Julie f. 

2wiIlwithdravv,buttbisintrufion(liall, 

Now Teeming Tweet, convert to bitter gal U ***” 

'Rom . If I profane with my unworthieft han d. 

This holy (hrine, the gentle fi»neisthis r 
My lips two bluThing Pilgrims ready ftand, 

To fmooth that rough touch with a tender kifle. 

JuLG ood Pilgrim, you doe wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion fihewes in this. 

For Saints have hands that Pilgrims hands doe touch, . 

And palme to palmc is holy Palmers. ki fle . 

Rom . Have not Saintfrlips , and holy Palmerstoo ? 

J/r/. I Pilgrim, lips that they muft ufe in Prayer. 

Rom. O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe, 

They pray, grant thou,left faith turne to defpaire. 

Jul. Saintsdoe not move, though grant for prayers fake.' 
^gw.Then move not while my prayers effe& I take : ' 

Thus from my lips by thine my finne is purg’d. 

Jul. Then have my lips the finne that they have tooke- 
Rom* Sin from my lips / O trefpafle fweetly urg’d : 

Give me my finne againe. 

Jnl. You kifle bith booke, 

KTurfc. Madam, your mother craves a word with you. 

Rom. What is her mother ? . 

T^urfe. Marrie Batcheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the houfe. 

And a good Lady, and a wife and vertuous : 

I nueg^her daughter that you talkt withall ; 

I telfyou he that can lay. hold ofher, „ 

Shallhavethe chinckes; 

Rom. Is fhe a Capulct ? 

0 deare account ! my life is my foes debt. 

Ben. Away, be gone, the {port is at the beft. 

Rom. I, Ib.I feare, the more is my unreft. 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone. 

We have a trifling foolifli banquet towards : 

Is it e’en fb ? why then I thanke you all, 

1 thanke you honeft Gentlemen,, good night. . 

? More 
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More torches here, come on, then lets tobed. 

Ah lirrab,by my fay it waxes lace, 

Nur[. The fonne and heire of old Tjberio. 

7 r H l what’s he that now is going ont ofthe doore ? 

Marry that I thinkcbeyoungP^cA^ 

What’s he that followes here, that would not dance ? 
7\T«rff.lknownot. 

Jul. Goeaskehis name, lfhe be married, 

My grave is like to be my weddingbed. 

y ?jurf. His name is "Romeo, and a Momtague, 

The onely lonne of your great enemy. - 

7 «/.My onely lovelprung from my onely hate. 

Too early feene unknowne, and knowne too late : 
Prodigious birth of love itis to me. 

That I muft love a loathed enemy. 

Nurf. W hat’s t is ? what’s us? 

Jul. ARyme I learnt even now 
Ofoneldanc’twithall. 

One calls within Juliet. 

Nurf. Anon, anon : 

Come lets away, the flrangers all are gone. 



. Chows. 

Nowold defire doth in his death-bed lye, 

And young affe&ion gapes to be his heire. 

That fairefor which love groned and would dye, 

With tender Juliet matcht is now not faire. 

Now Romeo is belov’d and loves againe. 

Alike bewitched by the charmeoflookes: 

But to his foe fuppos’d he muft complaine. 

And fhe fteale loves fweet bait from fearefull hooks* 
Being held a foe, he may not have acceffe 
To breath fuch vowes as lovers ufe to fweare: 

And flie as much in love, her meanes much lefle, 

To meet her new beloved anywhere. 



pf Romeo Wjulier. 

But paflfiorflends them power, time meanes to meet. 

Tempring extremities with extreme fweet. 

Enter Romeo alone . 

%om. Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 

Turnebacke dull earth, and finde thy Center out. 

Enter Benvolio with Mercutio. 

Ben- Romeo, my Cow^n Romeo, Romeo. # 

Mer.Hcis wife, and on my life hath ftollen him home to bed. 
Ben . He ran this way, and leapt this Orchard wall : 

Call good Mercutio . 

Mer . Nay Tie conjure too. 

Romeo, humours, madam, paflion, lover, 

Appeare thou in the likenefle ofa figh, 

Speake but one ryme and I am fatisfi’d ;. 

Cry but ay me, pronounce but love and dye, 

Speake to my Goflip V'enus one faire word. 

One nickname to her purblind fonne and heire 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that fhot fb true. 

When King fiphetua lov’d the Begger-maid. 

He heareth not, he ftirreth not, he moveth not, 

The Ape is dead, and I muft conjure him : 

I conjure thee by Rofa/ines bright eyes. 

By her high forehead and her skarlet lip, 

By her fine foot, ftraight legge, and quivering thigh. 

And the demean es that there adjacent lye, 

That in thy likenefle thou appeare to us. 

Ben. Ana if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him, *t would anger him 
To raife a fpirit in his Miftrefle circle, 

Offome ftrange nature, letting it there ftand 
Till fhe had layd it, and conjur’d it downe, 

•That were fome lpjght. 

My invocation is faire and fioneft, and in his Miftrefle name, 

I conjure onely but to raife up him. 

Ben. Come , he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees. 

To be contorted with the humorous nighc : 

Blind is his love, and beft befits the darke. 




The mo ft lamentable Tragedy 

A/<r.Iflovebeblind,lovecannoc hitthemarke : 

Ko,v will he fit under a Medlar tree, 

And wifhhis miftrefle were that k.nde offra.r. 

As maides call Medlars when they laugh alone, 

O Romeo that (he were , O that (he were 
An open and catera, and thou a Poperm peare, 

Romeo good night, lie corny Truccle-bed, 

This field-bed is too cold for me to tleep : 

Come, (ball we goe? 

Ben. Goe then , for ‘tis in vametofeekehim here, 

Thauneanesnottobefound. 3*5. ‘ 

Rom. He iefts at fcarres that never fielt a wound. 

But loft, what light through yonder window breaks ? 

It is the Eaft, and Juliet is the Sunne : 

Arife faire lunne, and kill the envious moonc. 

Who is already ficke and pale with gnefe. 

That thou her maide art farre more taire than IhC % 

Be not her maide fincc (he is envious, 

Her veftall livery is but ficke and greene, 

And none but fooles doe weare it, caft it oft : 

It is my Lady,0 it is my love, O that (he knew (h® were '• 
She (peakes , y et (he lay es nothing ; what of chat ? 

Her eye difcourfes, I will anlwere it : 

I amtoo bold, 'tis not to me (he fpeakes : 

Two ofthe faireft ftarres in all the heaven, 

Having fome bufinefle, doe entreat her eyes 
To twinckle in their fpheares till they returne : 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 
Thebrightneffeofhcrcheeke would fhame thole ftars, 
As day- light doth a lampe ; her eye in heaven, 

W ould through the ayrie region ftreame lo bright. 

That birds would fing, and thinkeit were not nightc 
See how {he leanes her cheeke upon her hand? 

O that I were a glove upon that hand? 

That I might touch that cheeke* 

J»/. Ay me. 

Rome She Ipeakes* 



Oh 
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Oh fpeakeagaine bright Angell,? for thou art 
As glorious to this night being o're my head. 

As is a winged meflcnger of heaven 
Unto the white up-turned ^wondring eyes 
Of mortals that fall backe to gaze on him, 
Whenhebeftrides the lazie puffing clouds. 

And failes upon the bofome of the Aire. 

JhI. O Romeo, Romco y wherefore art thou Rente o i 
Deny thy father, and refufe thy name : 

Or if thou wile not,be but livorne my love. 

And Tie no longer be a Capulct . 

R&n- Shall I heare more ? or flhall I fpeake at this ? 
Jul.’Yi shut thy name that is my enemy : 

Thou art thy felfe, though not a Mount ague. 

What's Mount ague f it is nor hand, nor foot. 

Nor arme, nor face. O be feme other name 
Belonging to a man. 

W hat's in a name ? That which we call a Rofe, 

By any other word would Imellasfvveet: 

So Romeo would were he not Romeo call'd, 

Retaine that deare perfe&ion which he owes, 

W ithout that title : Romeo d'off thy name# 

And for thy name, which is no part of thee. 

Take all my felfe. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Love, and Tie be new baptiz'd, 
Hence-forth I never will be ‘Romeo. 

3*1- What man art thou,that thusbefereen'd in night 
So ftumblefton my counfell? 

-fo.By a namej know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My name deare Saint ishatefull to my felfe, 

Bccaufeit is an enemy to thee: 

Had I it written, I would teare the word. 

7*/.My cares have yet not drunke a hundred words 
Of thy tongues uttering , yet I know the found : 

Art thou not Romeo, a nd a Mount ague ? 

'R.om. Neither faire maide, if either thee cliflike. 

D 



Jul, 



: 
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Jul How cam’ft thou hither, tell me, and wherefore. 
The Orchard walls are high and hardto dimbe. 

And the place death, confidamgyvho thou art. 

Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me. 

lul- If they doe fee thee they will murther thee* 
Rom. Alack, there lyes more penll in 
Than twenty of their fwords: looke thou but fw t, 

Tom. I have nights cloak to hide me from their eyes, 
And but thou love me let them finde me here , 

My life werebetter ended by their hate, 

h,m. By love that firft did promp me to enquire, 
He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes. 

I am no Pilot, yet wert thouas fee 
As that vaft Chore wafht with thefartheft lea, 

Elfe would a maiden blufhbepaint my cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeakc to night. 
Faine would I dwelt on forme, faine, fame deny 
W hat I have fpoke ; but farew e 11 complement : 
Doeft thou love me ? I know thou wilt fay I, 

• And I will take thy word ; yet ifthou fwear , • 
Thou maift prove falfe : at lovers perjuries 
They fay Jove laughes. Oh gentle 'Romeo, 

If thou doft love, pronounce it faithfully s 
Or if thou think’ft I am too qni ckly wonne. 

He frowne and be perverfe , and fay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooe , but elfc not for the world, 

In truth fairc Monntstgue I am too fond; 



And 
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And therefore thou maift thinke my behaviour light} 

But truft me Gentleman I’le prove more true. 

Than thofe that have more coying to be ftrange : 

I Ihould have beene more ftrange, I muft confelfo. 

But that thou overheardft ere I was ware 
My true loves paffion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light love, 

. vVhich the darke night hath fbdifcovered* 

*■<»»• Lady, by yonder blefled moone I vow. 

That tips with filver all thde fruit tree tops* 
jr#/. O fweare not by the moone, th'inconftanrmooflA 
That monthly changes in her circled orbc, 

Lett that thy love prove likemfe variable. 

%om. What {hall 1 fweare by ? 

JhL Doe not fweare at all : 

Or ifthou wilt, fiyeare by thy gracious felfe. 

Which is the god of my idolatry. 

And I’le beleeve thee. 

Rom. If my hearts deare love. 

Jut. Well, doe not fweare , although I joy in thee, 

I have no joy of this contralto night? 7 

It is too rafh, too unadvis’d, too fuddai, 

^i Ctheigh r^ which doth ceafetoba 
u i a rf ay lc L ]l 8 hccns ^ Iweet good night « 

This bud of love by fummers ripening bre?tfi, 

Bower ^^^nnextwemeet: 
dmght, goodnight, as fweet repofe and reft 
COme to thy heart as that within bS ' * 
c hou leave me founfesfied? 

S'T?? aC |? nsfaa r? n canfl thou have tonight? 

c | i rlSes£a"“- 

My bounty is as boundlefle as the fea, 

Dj M, 







Madam- ’ 
Madam. 



Tbemft lamentable Tragedy 

Mv love as deepe, the morc * c ? tbce 
Tl?e more 1 have , for b h oth * rC ; due . 

I heare feme noife withm, deare Love adue. . 

Anon good Nurfe ,fweet Momtagut be true . 

Stav but a little, I will come againe. 

\ om . obleflfedjblefled night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is butadrearne, 

I come anon : but if thou meanlt not well, 

] dcebefeech thee (by and by I come) 

Toceafe thy fuit, and leave me to my gnete, 

To morrow will I fend- 
•Rom. So thrive my Ibule. 

?«/. A thotifand times good-night. 

WAthoufand times the worleto want thy jgfet. 

Love goes toward love as Schoole-boyes from their bookes, 

But love from love toward Schoole with heavie lookes. 

Enter Juliet againe. 

Jul. Hid Romeo , hill : O for a Falkners voice. 

To lure this Taflelgentlebacke againe : 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloud, 

Elfe would I tcare the cave where Echo lyes. 

And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfe than mine, 

With repetition of my Romeo. 

Tom. It is my love that calls upon my name : 

How filver (iveet found Lovers tongues by night ? 

Like fofeeft Muficke to attending eares- 

Jul. Tomes. 

Rom. My Deere. 

Jul- What a clocke to morrow 

Shall 
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Shall I fend to thee? . 

Rom. By the houre of nine. _ . 

Jul. I will not faile, ’tis twentie yeeres till then . 

1 have forgot why I did call theebacke- 

Tom- bet me (land here till thou remember it- 
Jul. I fliall forget to have thee dill (land there, 
Remembring how I love thy company. 

Rom. And Tie dill day, to have thee dill forget. 
Forgetting any other home but this . 

Jul. 'Tis almod morning, I would have thee gone. 
And yet no farther than a wantons bird. 

That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like a poore prifoner in hi s t wided gyves, _ 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe, 

So loving jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. 

Jul- Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing : 

Good night, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet forrow, 



jfc - 
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The mofi lamentable Ttagedj 
And from her wombe childrenofdivers kind 
We fucking on her naturall bofomc find: 

Many for many vertues excellent 
None but for lome, and yet all different.’ 

O mickle is t he: powerfull grace that lies 
In plants, hearbs, ftones, and their true qualities-.* 

For nought fo vile that on the earth doth live, 

But to the earth lome fpeciall good doth give : 

Nor ought fo good, but ftrain’d from that faireufe 
Revolts from true birth, (tumbling on abufe. 

Vertue it felfe turnes vice being mif-appli’d. 

And vice fome time by a&ion dignifi’d. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyfon hath refidence,and Medicine power : 

For this being fmelt with that part,cheares each part? 
Being tafted flay es all fenfes with theheart. 

Twoliich oppofed Kings encamp them ftill 
In man as well as hearbs, grace and rude will ; 

And where the worfer is predominant. 

Full loone the Canker death eates up that plant. 

Rom. Good morrow father. 

Ar/.Benedicite: 

W hat early tongue fo fweet faluteth me ? 

Young fonne it argues a diftemper *d head. 

So foone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye. 

And where care lodges fleepe will never lye : 

But where unbruifed youth with unftuft braine. 

Doth couch his limbes, there’golden deep doth reign, 
Therefore thy earlineffe'doth me afliire, 

Thou art uprous’d with fome diftemp’raturc : 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to night. 

Rom. That laft is true, the Tweeter reft was mine* 
Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofa/ine 
Rom, With Rofaline, my ghoftly father, no. 




<£-• 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

I have forgot that name,and thatnames : jWoe. 

Fri . That’s my good fonne , but where haft thou been the* > 
Rom. I’le tell thee ere thou aske it me agen s 
I have been feafting with mine enemy, 
Whereonafuddenonehath wounded me. 

That’s by me wounded ; both our remedies . 

Within thy helpe and holy Phyficke lyes : 

I beare no hatred bleffed man, for loe. 

My interceflion likewife fteads my foe. 

Fri. Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy drift, 

Ridling confeflion findes but ridling fibrift. 

Rem. Then plainly know my he ires deare love is fee 
On the faire daughter of rich fafulet : 

A s mine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine, 

And all combin’d, fave what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage : when, and where, and how. 

We met, we woo’d, and made exchange of vow* 
fie tell thee as we pafle : but this I pray, 

That thou confeht to marry us to day. 

Frii Holy S.Francis, what a change is here ! 

Is Ref aline, whom thou didft love fo deare, 

So foone forfaken ? young mens love then lyes 
Not truely in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Jefu Maria ! what a deale of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes fovRofaline ? 

How much fait water throwne away in wafte. 

To feafon love that of it doth not tafte ? 

The fun not yet thy fighes from heaven cleares, , 

Thy old groanes yet ring in mine ancient eares ; 

Lo here upon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit. 

Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet. 

R ere thou waft thy felfo, and thefe woes thine. 

Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofaline. . 

And art thou chang’d ? pronounce this Sentence then. 

Women may fall, when there’s no ftrengch in men. 

A?»*.Thoii chid’ft me oft for loving Rofaline. 
u wiring, not for loving, Pupill mine. 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 
Tom. Andbadft mebury love. 

Fn.Notinagrave, 

Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow . 

Theother didnodo. 

Fri. O (he knew well. 

Thy lovedidreadby rote thatcould «W“y 
B ut come young Waverer ,comc and goe with me. 

In one refpeft Tie thy afliftantbe : 

For this alliance may fo happy prove. 

To turne your houfholds rancor to purelove. 

Tom. O let us hence I ftand on fudden hafte. 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they (tumble that run faft. — 

Enter Benvolio4«4 Mercutio. • . 

Mer. Where theDev’U (hould this Romeobc} camehe not 

i?f«.Nofto his fathers, I (poke with his man. 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that Rojaline 

Torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Ttbalt, the Kinlinan to oldfapulet, hath lent a letter to 

his fathers houfe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will anfwer it. 

Mer. Any man that can write may anfwere a Letter. 

Ten. Nay he will anfwere the Letters Matter, how hee dares, 

Mer. Alas poore Romeo , hee is already dead , flab d with a 
white wenches blacke eye, runne t hrough the earewirhaLove- 
fong, the very pinne of his heart cleft with the blm& Bow-boies 
but-fhaft : and is he a man to encounter Tibalt ? 

Rom. Why ? what is T ibalt ? 

Mer. More than Prince ofCats : O hees the courageous 
Captaine ofComplements : hee fights as you ling Prickc-loi,g» 
keepes time.diftance, and proportion ; he refts his minum rf Its, 
one, two, and the third in your bofomc : the very Butcher of a 

hike 



e/ Romeo and Juliet 

hike button , a Dualift, a Dualift , a Gentleman of the very fir ft 
houfe, of the firft and fecond caufe, ah' the immortall Paflado, the 
puntoreverfo, the Hay. 

Ten. The What ? 

Mer. ThePoxeof fuch antique lifping affe&ing phantafies, 
thefe new tuners of accents : by Je(u a very good blade , a very 
tall man, a very good Whore. Why is not this a lamentable 
thing Grand-fire, that wee (hould be thus afflidfed with thefe 
ftrange flies, thefe fafhion-mongers , thefe pardona-mees ,who 
ftand fo much on the new forme , that they cannot fit at eafe on 
the old bench ? O their boncs>their bones / 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes "Romeo, here comes Romeo . 

Mer. Without his Roe,Iikea dri’d Herring: Oflefli.flelh; 
how art thou fifliified ? Now is he for the numbers tbatPetraroh 
flowed in. Later* to his Lady was a Kitchin wench , marrie (he 
had a better love to berime her ; Dido a dowdie, Cleopatra a 
Gipfie, Helen and Hero hildings and harlots, Thieby a grey 
eye or (b,but not to the purpofe.Seignior RgmeoBon /W there’s 
a French (alutation to your French flop: you gave usthecoun* 
terfeit fairely laft night. 

WJood morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I give 

Mer. The flip fir, the (lip, can you not conceive ? 

. Z°m'o. Pardon good Mercutio, my bufinefle was great, and 
in iucn a cafe as mine a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. That’s as much as to (ay, fuch a cafe as yours conftraines 
a man to bow in the hams. 

Rom. Meaning to curfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moft curteous expofition. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pincke of curtefie. 

Rom. Pincke for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

§*• Why then is my pump well flowred. 

Mercu. Sure wit , follow mee this jeft now till thou haft 
woineoutthypumpe, that when the (ingle foie ofitisworne, 

E the 
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Th'etvoft bmext able Tragedy _ 

K^asfc^Sfts 

SS“C'» «,,**<£• w« I ‘ h "= f “ 

ww/Thou wift never with me for any thing,whcn thon waft 

Unm And is it not well icrv d m to a fweet goof . 

Ck=«tdl. Hrecches r-om,» 

in 'SKch"»fei .v-orfb^kiA^-h* 

hkeVgre« Nanwll, tfc.tL toUinguf «nd dwneroh.de 

hisbableinahole. 

Si.TtadefeSmeto (iop in my trie =S-™ ft ll “ h,w ’ 

wascome.othe whole depihofmy tale , and meantind 

^aSPSS?' 

A faile,a,faile. 

yJ/er.Two,two, a (hirt anda linocke. 

Nurfe. Peter . 

Tf/fr Anon. 

Mer.GooA peter to hide her face /or her fan’s the fairer face. 
Nurfe. God ye good morrow gentlemen, ^ 



«/ Romeo Juliet. 

!^/r God ye goodden faire Gentlewoman. 

Nurfe. Is it goodden ? 

Mtr. Tis no IdTe I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyall 
is notv upon the pricke of noone. 

Nurfe. Out upon you, what a man are you > 

.fo.One Gentlewoman that God hath made.himfelfeto mar. 
Nurfe.Bytny troth it is well laid , for himfelfe tomarre 
quoth a i Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may finde 
the young Romeo! 

r Rgp *.\ can tell you : but yomgRomeo will be older when you 
have found him , than hee was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nurfe. You iky well. 

Mer. Yea,isthe worft well ? very well tooke ifaith, wifely, 
wifely. 

Nurfi. IFth6u be he fir,I defire feme confidence with yon. 
Ben. She will endite him to feme (upper. 

Mer. A band, a baud, a baud. So ho. 

Rem. What haft thou found ? 

^#r. No hare fir, unlefle a hare fir ina Lenten pie , thatis 
fomething ftaleand hoareere itbefpent. 

An old harehoare, and an old hare hoarc is very good meat 
in Lent. 1 ° 

But a hare that is hoare is too much for afeore, when it hoares 
ere it be i£ent. 

Romeo, Will you come to your fathers ? wee’ll to dinner thither. 
Kom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell ancient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady 



e.Mrfh,S” r,r,,hK facieMtrcta ‘ 

wiS^ GenCleman Nurfc tbat ,oves t0 he «e himfelfetalk.and 
yvS And a wlv 3 “T tha " •*“ "*“ ftand t0 in 3 ™necb. 

anda wefe MW rk S 3 § a,nft me > 1>le him down, 

ana a were lulher than hee is, and twenty f uc h Tackec -and >Tr 

GU Burts, I am none of hi S skames mates : and thou muft 

® * ftand 




The r*oft Umentalle tragedy 

ftandbytoo, and fuffcr every Knave toufcmee at hispid 

^%et. 1 fiw no man ufe you at his pleafnre, if I had, my wea- 
pon (hould quickly have becne ouc : I warrant you I daredravv 
as liwne as another man, if I fee occafion, in a good quarrell, and 

‘‘Salc.n™ ,*« ^SZfZ> 

mce quivers : feurvie Knave t pray you fir » word : and as I told 

fa^I me tell ye,ifyee (hodd 
leade her in a Fooles Paradife , as they fay, ic were a very grofle 
kindeof behaviour, as they fay : for the Gentlewoman is young, 
and therefore if you (hould deale double with her, truely it were 
an ill thing to be offered to any Gentlewoman , and very weake 

^rJ.Nurfe, commend metothy Lady andMfelproteft 

Nttrfe . Good heart, and yfaithlwill tellherasmuch :Lord, 

Lord, (he will be a joy fall woman. f . t 

Romeo. What wilt thou tell her Nurfe ? thou doeft not marke 

mC Nur. I will tell her fir that you doe proteft > which as I take 
it. is a Gentlemanlike often 

Romeo. Bid her devife feme meanes to come to ihrift this at- 
ternoone. 

And there (he (hall at Frier Laurence Cell 
Be thrived and married : here is for thy pameSo 
Nurfe. No truly fir not a pennie. 

Rom- Got too , 1 fay you fhall. 

Nurfe. This afternoone fir, well, me (hall be there, 

Rom. And day good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall 5 
Within this houre my man fhall be with thee. 

And bring thee cords made like a tackling daire, 

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy. 

Mud be my convoy in the fecret night. 

Farewell, be trudy, and He quite thy paines* 1 
Farewell, commend me to thy Miftris. 

Nurfe, 
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Nurfe. Now God inHeaven blefle thee : harke you fir. 

Rom . What faid thou my deare Nurfe f 

Nurfe. Is your man fecret ? did you ne’re here fay , two may 
keepe counfell putting one away? 

Rom. Warranr thee my mans as true as deele. 

Nurfe. Well fir, my Midrdfe is the Tweeted Lady ; Lord, 
Lord, wben’twasa little prating thing. O there is a Noble- 
man in Towne, one Paris , that would faine lay Knife aboord, 
butfhegood loulehadas lievefee aToade,avery Toadeasfee 
him : I anger her (ometimes,and tell her that Paris is the prope- 
rer man : but lie warrant you when I lay lo fiiee lookes as pale 
as any clout in the verlall. world. Doth not Roleroary and Ro- 
meo begin both with a Letter ? 

Rom. I Nurfe, what of that ? Both with anR. 

Nur.A mocker, that's the dogges name ,R. is for the no. I 
know it beginnes with lome other letter , and Ihe hath the pret- 
tied fententious of it, of you and Rofemary , that it would doe, 
you good to heareit. 

Rom . Commend me to thy Lody. 

Nurfe. Iathoufand times. Peter. 

Pet. Anon. ? 

Nurf Before and apace. 

Exit . 

Enter Juliet. 

Ju. The clock ftrook nine when I did fend the Nurfo 
In halfe an houre fhe promis’d to returne : 

Perchance fhe cannot meet him ; that’s not lo : 

Oh fhe is lame, loves Heralds fhould be thoughts. 

Which ten times fader glides than the funs beames. 

Driving backe fhadowes over lowringhills: 

Therefore doe nimble pinion’d Doves draw love, 

And therefore hath the winde-lwift Cupid wings. 

Now is the funne upon the highmod hill 
Of this dayes journey , and from nine till twelve 
Is three long houres,yet flie is not come : 

Had fhe adeflions and warme youthfull blood,* 

She would be as livid in motion as a ball. 



My 










Themofl lamentable Tragedy 

My words would bandy her to my fweet Love, • 

And his to me, but old folkes many faine as they were deaa> 
Unweildy , flow, hea vie, and pale as lead, 

Enter Nurfe. 

O God fhe comes : O honey Nurfe what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? lend thy man away. 

Nttrfe .Peter ftay at thegate. 

Jul. Now good fweet Nurfe, O Lord why look ft thou fad . 
Though newes be fad, yet tell them merrily. 

]f good, thou fham’ft the Muficke of fweet newes> 

B y playing it to me with fo fowre a face. 

Nurfe. I am weary, give me leave a while, 

Fyc how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had ? 

JhL . I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newes : 

Nay come, I pray thee (peake, good, good Nurfe ipeakc, 

Nurfe * Jefti whathafte ? can vou not ftay a while ? 

Doe you not fee that I am out of breath ? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me that thou art out of breath ? 

The excufe that thou do'ft make in this delay. 

Is longer than the tale thou do'ft excufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwere to that. 

Say either, and Tie ftay the circumftance, 

Let me be fotisfi’d, ift good or bad ? 

Nurfe . W ell, you have made a Ample choice , you know not: 
how to choofe a man : %omeo, no not he , though his face be bet- 
ter than any mans, yet his legge excels all mens , and for a hand 
and a foot and body, though they be not to be talkt on, yet they 
are paft compare : hee is not the flower ofcurtefie,but He war- 
rant him as gentle as aLambe : goe thy waies wench, ferve God 
What? have you din'd at home? 

Jml. No, no, but all this did I know before, 

W hat fayes he of our marriage ? what of that ? 

Nur, Lord how my head akes. what a head have I ? 

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My backe a tother fide, ah mybacke,mybacke, 

Befhrew your heart for fending me about, 

To 








of Romeo and Juliet. 

Tocatch my death with jaunting up and downe. 

Jut. Ifaith I am forry that thou art not well : 

Sweet Jvveet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what faics my Lpve ? 

Nur. Your love fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous , and a kinde, and a handfome, 

And I warrant a vertuous : where is your mother ? 

luL. vvhere is my mother ? why fhe is within ? where ihould 
{hr be? 

How odly thou replieft. 

Your Love fayes like an honeft Gentleman. 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nurfe. O Gods Lady deare. 

Are you fo hot ? marry come up I trow, 

Is this the poultis for my aking bones 
Hence-forward doe your mefTages your felfe. 

Jut Here's foch a coile, come, what foies %omeo ? 

Nur Have yon got leave to goe to fhrift to day ? 

Jul. I have. 

Nur. Then hie you hence to Frier Laurence Cell, 

There ftayes a husband to make you a wife : 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheekes. 

They'll be in fcarlet ftraight at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way. 

To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Muft climbe a birds neft foone when it is darke. 

I am the drudge , and toile in your delight. 

But you (hall beare the burden foone at night. 

Goe, lie to dinner , hie you to the Cell. 

Jul. Hie to high fortune, honeft Nurfefarevvell. 

Exeunt.- 

Enter Trier and Romeo. 

Tri. So (mile the heavens upon this holy A<ft, 

That after houres with forrow chide us not. 

%om. Amen, Amen : but come*whatforrow can. 

It cannot countervaile the exchange of joy 
That one fhort minute gives me in her fight : 

Doe thou but clofe our hands with holy words* > 
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The mofl lamentable Ttagcdj 

Then love-devouring death doe what he dare, 

It is enough I may but call her mine . 

FrLThefeviolentdelights have violent ends. 

And in their triumph dye, like fire and powder. 

Which as they kifle confume. The fweeteft hoqey 

Is lothfomnefle in his owne delicioufnefle, v 

And in the tafte confounds the appetite. 

Therefore love moderately > long love doth fo. 

Too fwift arrives as tardy as too flow. 

. Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the Lady,Oh Co light a foot 
Will never weare out the everiafting flint : 

A Lover may beftride the Goflamours,, 

That idles in the wanton funpmer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanity. 

JuL Good even to my ghoflly Confcflhr. 

Fri. Romeo fliall thank thee daughter for us both. 

Jul. As much to him , elfe in his thanks too much* 

To m. Ah Juliet, if the meafure of thy joy 
Beheapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
Toblazon ir, then fwecten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre, and Jet rich Mufickes tongue, 

Unfold theimagii/d happinefle that both 
Receive in either by this deare encounter. 

Jul. Conceit more rich in matter than in words. 

Brags ofhis fubflance, not of ornament ; 

They are but beggars that can count their worth. 

But my true love is growne to fuch excefie, 

I cannot fumme up fomeofhalfemy wealth. 

Fri. Come,comewithme,and we will make fhortworke. 

For by your leaves you (hall notJiay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and men . 

Fen. I pray thee good Mercutio let’s retire, 

The day is hot, the fopulcts abroad, 

And if wee meet we fliall not fcape abraule, fbrnowthefehot 
dayes is the mad blood ftirring. 



Mcr , 



ef Romeo and Juliet 

Mer . Thou arc like one ofchde fellovves, chat when hce en- 
ters rhe con' ^ a "averne, claps mee his iword upon the 
Table, and fayes , Gud lend me no need of thee : and by the o- 
peration of the lecond cup draw es him on the Drawer, when in- 
deed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like Inch a fellow ? 

Me r . Come, come, thou art as hot a Jacke in thy moode a* 
any in Italy , a^d as ioone moved tobee moodie, and as fooiie 
moodie to be moved. 

Ben . And what too? 



ihortly for one would kill the other. Thou / why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hatha haire more , orahaire Idle in 
is beard than thou haft : thon wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts , having no other realon, but becaufe thou haft 
hafell eyes : what eye but Inchan eye would fpie out fuch a 
quarrell ? thy head is as full ofquarrels as an eggeis full ofmeat! 
and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egge for quar- 
re mg : thou haft quarrelled with a man for coiling in the ftreet 

Sun U nidfl h rh h WakC f e n tHy d ° gge thac hath ,ainc aflee P in the 
^ ^ n n C falIout WItha tailor, for wearing his new 

doublet before Eafter : with another, for tying his new (hooes 

W1 l h ° d A r ‘^ band ? and y et thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling. 

Ben And I were lo apt to quarrell as thou art, any man Ihould 
buy the fee-fimple of m y life for an houre and a qua?™. " * 

■Mer.Thc fee-fimple, O fimple/ 

v n ExttrTibalt , Petruchio, and others. 

Ben. By my head here come the fetpulets. 

M er. By my hecle I care nor. 

Tib Follow me clofe , for I will fpeake to them 

GendemenGood-cien, 3 word with oneof you. - .. 

;t «*>*«■ 
^ ‘--^fcandyoufM 
occfion ra,ho K 6 ;, 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 
Ttib. Mercutio thou c ° n ^F c ^ ,^ak<^Minfttels ?and thou 

C °£’wetalkehere in the publike haunt of men. 

Either withdraw unto feme private place, 

Orreafon coldly of your grievances, 

I will not budge for no mansplealure I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ti Well, peace be with you lir,here comes my man. 

Mer. But Uebehang’d fir if he weare your Livery : 

Marry goebefore to field, hee'll be your follower, 

Yonrworihip inthat fenfe may call him man. - 
Tib. Romeo, the love 1 beare thee canaftoord 
No better teatme than this : thou art a Vi llaine . 

Rom. r*£<«fr,thereafon that I have to love thee, 

Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting : Villaine I am none. 

Therefore farewell, I feethou know ft me not. 

Tib. Boy, this (hall not excufe the injuries 

That thou haft doneme, therefore tnrne and draw. 

Rom.ldoa proteft I never injur d thee. 

But love thee better than thou canft devile, 

Tillthou (halt know the reafon of my love : 

Andfogood Capulet, which name I tender 
As dearely as my owne,be fatisfied. 

Mer - O calme di (honourable, vile fubmmion, 
lAlla ftucatha carries it away : 

Ti halt, you rat-catcher , will you walke. 

Tib What wouldft thou have with me? 

Mer. Good KingofCats, nothing but one ot your nine 
lives that 1 meane to make bold withad, and as you (hall 
ufe mee hereafter dry beate the reft of the eight- Will you 
pluckeyourfword out of his Pilchetby the cares? makehatt^ 



of Romeo and Juliet* 

left mine be about your eares e’re it be out. 

Tib, I am for you, 

Tom. Gentle Mercutio put thy Rapier up. 

Mer. Come fir, your Paflacfo. 

To. DrwBenvolio, beat downe their weapons 5 
Gentlemen for fhame forbeare this outrage. 

J than, Mercutio, the Prince expreffely hath 
ijijd band y in S jn V troua's ftreets: 

Hold Tibalt ,good Mercutio . 

__ B AveajThdk. 

Mer* I am hurt : 

A plague a both houfes , I am fped; 

Is he gone and hath nothing? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

va ff tr - h T ’ ?/ cratch ' a Cratch, marry ‘til enough * 

Where is my Page ? goe villaine fetch a Surgeol 
^. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 
f k . ■ asnot !° dee P e as a Well, nor fo wide as a ChnrRh 

this world, a plague a both your houles • 'zound^a J Warranc fdr 
moufe,acatto(cratch a man • * oun ds a dogge,a rat- a 

laine, that fights by thebooke ofAnrhme^cfe^wh^r'j 
cameyoubetweeneus? I was hurt under youTarme^ 

Tom. I thought all for the heft. Y 3me * 

Or1%?l!i dpe me !" C0 f ° me hou Renvoi*, 

Or I (ball faint : a plague a both your houfes. 

They have made wormes meat of me, 

I have it, and foundly to your houfes - . 

m k ,r * hath 8 ot ills mortal! hurt Y 
In my behalfe, my reputation ftain’d 

HalflT^' tS flaunder > Tibalt th «an houre 
Hatbbeenemycoufin. Ofweet>//„, 

% beauty hath made me effeminate, 

And inmy temper foftned valours fteele. 

^ * Entn> ; 



The mfi lamentable Tragedy 
f»«rBcnvolio. 

•Ben. O Borneo Borneo .brave A*«**fc s dead, 

Thisbut begins che woeochersrmiftend. _n^ 
if «». Here comes the furious Ttbalt bac » 

Aow*. He gone in triumph>and yl ^ rc 
Away to heaven refpe&ive lenity »• 

That late thou gav’ft me, for MercuUot lonle 
Is but a little way above our heads, 

Staying for thine to keepe him company: 

Either thou or I, or both, muft him ^ 

Tib . Thou, wretched boy* that didft 

Shalt with him hence. 

Rom. This (hall determine that. 

Thej fight. Tibalt/*//*- 
Ben. Romeo, away , be gQflf* . 

The Citizens are up , and Tibalt flame . 

Stand not amaz’d, che Prince will doom thee death* 

]f thou art taken : hence, be gone, away. 

Bom.O I am fortunes foole. 

Ben. Why doft thou flay • £ ^ Romeo „ 

Enter Citizens. 

fit . Which way ran he that kil’d Mercutto • 

Tibalt that murderer, which way ran he . 

Ben. There lyes that Tibalt. 

Cit. Up fir, goe with me, 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

b £ nter Prince, old Mountague, Capulet, 

their reives and all- 

Brin- Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 

Ben. O noble Prince, I can aifcover al l 
nrUov,«1iiAif» mannaee of this fatall brail. 



7T 
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of Romeo And Julier. 
There lyes the man flaineby young Romeo, 



Df my deare kinfman : Prince, as thou art true. 

For blood of ours fhed blood of Mountague. 

0 coufin, coufin. 

Prin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray? 

Ben. Tibalt here (lain, whom Borneo's hand did flay> 
Romeo that *ipoke him faire,bad himbethinke 
How nice the quarrell was , and urg’d wichall 
Your high difpleafure : all this uttered 
With gentle breath, calme look, knees humbly bowed. 
Could not take truce with the unruly fpleene 
Ot Tibalt deafe to-peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing fteele at bold Mercutio’s bread : 

Who all as hot, turnes-deadly point to point. 

And with a martiall fcorne with one hand beats 
Cold death afide, and with the other fend s 
It backe to Tibalt , whofe dexterity 
Retorts it : Romeo he cryes aloud. 

Hold friends/riends part ; and iwifter than his tongue 
His agill arme beats downe their fatall points. 

And ’twixt them rufhes : underneath whofe.arme. 

An envious thruft from Ttbalt hit the life 
Of flout Mercutioy ancfthen Tibalt fled : 

But by and by comes backe to R&meo, 

Who had but newly entertain’d revenge. 

And too’t they goe like lightning : for ere I 
Could draw to part them was flout Tibalt flaine, 

And as he fell did Romeo turneand flies 
This is the truth , or let ■ Benvolio dye. 

CapWiMeis a kinfman to the Mountagues, 
Attention makes hirnfalfe, he fpeakes not true : 

Some tweqty of tbemfought in this blacke ftrife* 

And all thofe twenty could but kill one life. 

1 begge for juftice, which thou Prince muft give, 

F 3 
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The mofl lamentable Tragedy 
Romeo flew Tib alt, Romeo muft not live. 

Prm. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio , 

Who novy the priceofhis deareblood doth owe t 
Moh> Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercutios friend* 

His fault concludes but what the law fhould end. 

The life of Tib alt. 

Prtn. And for that offence 
Immediately we doe exile him hence. 

I have an intereft in your hearts proceeding, 

My blood for your rude brawles doth lye a bleeding. 

But lie amerce you with fo ftrong a fine. 

That you fhall all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

I will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares, nor prayers fliall purcbafe out abufes. 

Therefore ufe none , Jet Romeo hence in haft e, 

Elfewhen he is found, that houreis the laft. 

Bearehence this body, and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders pardoning thofe that kill. 

Exit • 

Enter Juliet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed fteeds. 

Towards Phcebzu lodging, fuch a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Weft, 

And bring in dowdy night immediately. 

Spread thy clofe curtaine love- performing night. 

That run-avvayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape to thefe armes, untalkt of and uofeene : 

Lovers can fee to doe their amorous rights. 

By their owne beauties , or of love too blind, 

It beft agrees with night : comecivill night, 

Thou fober fuited matrolf all in blacke. 

And Jearne me how to lofe a winning match, 

Plai’d for a paire offtainleffe maiden- heads : 

Hood my unman’d blood baiting in my cheekes. 

With thy bJacke mantle: till ftrange love grow bold, 

Thinke true love a&ed fimple modefty : 

Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in night, 

For 
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For thou wilt lye upon the wings ofnight, 
whiter than fnow upon a Ravens backe : . 

Sme gentle night, a me loving bbck-brow d night. 

Give me my Romeos nd when he Jail dye. 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres, 

And he will make the face ofheavenfofine. 

That all the world fliall be in love with nighc. 

And pay no worfhip to the garifli funne. 

O I have bought the manfion ofa love. 

But not pofleft it , and though I am lold. 

Not yet injoy *d ; fb tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fomefeftivall. 

To an impatient childe that hath new robes, 

And may not weare them. O here comes my Nurfe, • 

1 Enter Tfyrfe with cords- 

And (he brings newes, and every tongue that fpeakcs 

But Romeo's name.fpeakes heavenly eloquence. 

Now Nurie,what newes ? whac haft thou there . 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 

yme,what newes ? why doeft thou wring thv hands ; J 
jVur. A weladay, hee’s dead, hee’s dead, hee s dead. 

We are undone Lady, we are undone : ^ 

Alack the day, hee’s gone, hee’s kill’d, hee s dead* 

JhL Can heaven be fo envious ? 

Nurfe. Romeo can, 

Though heaven cannot, O Romeo, Romeo, 

Who ever would have thought it Romeo ? 

7#/. what divell art thou that doft torment me thus? 

This torture fhould be roar’d m difmall hell 2 
Hath Romeo flaine himfelfe ? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell I fliall poyfon more 
Than the death-darting eye of Cockatrice : 

I am not I ifthere be fuch an I, 

Or thofe eyes fliot, that makes thee anfwere I. 

If he be flaine fay Lor if not, No, 

Briefe founds determine of my weale or woe. 

' Nnr\t\ 
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IVurfe. I faw the wound, I fhv-jt with mineeyesr 
God five the marke here ori his manly teefti 
A piteous eoaJrJe, a bloody piteous coarle, 

Pale, pale as allies, all bedeaw’d in blood, 

All in gore blood : I iwouned at the fight. 

JnL O breake my^hearr, poore bankrupt breake at once. 

To pri Ion eyes, ne’relookeon liberty, * 

Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here. 

And thou and %omcg prefl'e one heavie beere. 

Nurfe. O Tib alt , 7V£*/f,the : be(f friend I had, 

O courteous Ttbalty honefl Gentleman, 

That ever I fhould live to fee thee dead. 

Jul. W hat ftorme is this that blowes fo contrary ? 

Is Romeo llaiigbtred ? and is Tibalt dead ? 

My deareft coufin ,and my dearer Lord : 1 

Then dreadfnif trumpet found the generall doorne. 

For whois living ifthofe two are gone? 

Nurje. T ibalt is gone , and Tomco banifhed, 

'Romeo that kild him, heisbanifhed. 

Jul. O God did Romeo y s hand fhed Tibalts blood ? 

Nurfe. It did, it did, a las the day it did . 

JhI. O ferpent heart hid with a flowring face / 

Did ever dragon keepe fo faire a cave ? 

Beautiful! tyrant, fiend angelicall. 

Ravenous dove, feathred raven, wolvifh-ravening lamb, 
Delpifed fubflance of divineft {hew, 

Jufl oppofite to what thou juftly ieemeft, 

A damned Saint, an honourable villaine- 
O nature, what hadft thou to doe in hell. 

When thou didft poure the lpirit of a fiend 
In mortall paradileoffuch fweet flefh ? 

Was ever booke containing fo vile matter 
So fairely bound ? O that deceit fhould dwell ’ 

In fuch a gorgeous palace / 
iVw.There's no truft,no faithmo honefty in men. 

All perjur’d, all forfworne, all naught, all idiffemblers : 

Ah, where’s my man ?give me fome Aqua vita* 1 f 

Thefe 






of Romeo and Juliet 

Thefe griefes, thefe woes>thefe lorrowes make me old. 

Shame come to Romeo. 

Jul. Bliftered be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifli : he was not borne to fhame. 

Upon his brow fhame is afham’d to fit : 

For ’tis a chrone where honour may be crown’d 
Sole Monarch of the univeriall earth. 

O what a beaft was I to chide at him ? 

Nur. Will you ipeake well of him that kill'd your coufin ** 
Jul. Shall I Ipeak e ill of him that is my husband ? 

Ah poore my Lord 7 what tongue Thall ftnooth thy name. 

W hen I thy three houres wife have mangled it ? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my coufin > 

That villaine coufin would have kill’d my husband. 

Backe foolilh teares, backe to your native lpring, 

Your tributary drops belong to woe. 

Which you miftaking offer up to joy. 

My husband lives that Tibalt would have flaine. 

And Tibalt' t dead that would have flainemy husband : 

All this is comfort : wherefore weepe I then ? 

Some words there were worfer than Tibalts death 
That murdred me : I would forget it faine. 

But oh, it prefles to my memory, 

Likedamned guilty deeds to Turners mindes; 

T tbalt is dead, and Romeo baniflied. 

That banifhed, that one word banilhed. 

Hath flame ten thoufand Tibalts : Tibalts death 
Was woe enough , ifit had ended there. 

Or if fowre woe delights in fellowship, 

”1, J y I ? 11 be rankc with other griefes, 

d f*’ Wh u " ^ faid Tib « h ' s dead. 

Thy father.orthy mother, nay’or both. 

Which moderne lamentation might have mov’d* 

foI r Iovvin g Tib ^ death, 

Romeo is baniflied : to fpeake that word. 

Is fither, mother, Tibalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All flaine, all dead, Romeo is baniflied. 

G 
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The mfl Ummalletragedy. 

There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound) 

In that words deathl, no words can that woefound. 

Where is my father and my mother Nurfe? 

Nur. Weeping apd wailing over. Tie alts coarie : 

Wit! you goe to them? I will oring yog thither. . 

Jul. W afh they his wonnds with tearcs, mine (hall be 'pent, 
When theirs are dry, for ^»W/bani(hment. 

Take up thofe cords ; poore ropes you are beguil d, 
Bothyouand I, for tfowmaexU’d:., 

He made you for a high- way to my bed. 

But I a maide dye maiden vyidowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe , lie to. my wedding bed. 

And death, not ., take my. maidenhead. 

Nurfe. Hye. to your chamber, lie finde Romeo , 

To comfort you : I wot well where he is, 

Harke you } your Rorneo will be here at night o 
lie to him, he is hid at Laurence Cell. " 

Jul. O find him, give thi s ring to my true Knight, 

Ana bid him come to take his laft farewell. 

— • ~ s r ‘ Exit. 

Enter Frier eind Romeo. 

Fri/Romeo come forth,come forth thou fearfoll many 
Affli&ion is enamor’d of thy parts, , 

And thou art wedded to calamity* 

^.Father what newes ? what is the Princes doome . 

What forrow craves acquaintance at my hand, . 

That yet I knovy not;?. . ? ; 

Fri . Too familiar 

Is my deare fonne with fuch fowre company s _ . 

J bring thee tidings of the Princes doome. 

^.What leffe than dpomfday is the Princes doome t 
Fri. A gentler judgement vaniflit from his lips: 

Not bodies death; but bodies banifhment . 

Rom. Ha /bamfhment ? be merciiull,fiy death, 

For exile hath more terrourinhis looke. 

Much more than death : doe not fay banilhment. 
jFri,Here from Venn* art thou bani&cd %, 



Be 
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Be patient, for the world is broad land wide. 

Rom. There is no world without Vertna walls, 
But purgatory, torture, hell it felfc. , , 

Hence banilhed isbanifht from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed 
Is death mifitearm’d : calling death banifhed. 

Thou cut’ft my head oft’ with a golden Axe, 

And finifft upon the ftroke that murders me. . 

Fri. O deadly finne ! O rude unthankfulnefle / 
Thy fault our Law calls death , but the kind Prince 
Takingtby part, hath rufht afide the law, 

And turn’d thatblacke word death tobanifhment : 
This is dearcmercy , and thou feeft it not. 

•^tfw.’Tis torture, and noetnefey : Heaven is here 
,Wher c Juliet lives, and every cat and dogge, 

And little moufe, every unworthy thing ^ 

Live here in heaven, and may looke on he§ 

But Romeo may not. More validity, . 

More honourable ftate , more Courtfhip lives 
In carrion flics than Romeo .* they may feize 
On the white Wonder of deare Juliets hand. 

And ftealeimnlOriall bleffing from her lips. 

Who even in pure and Veftallmodefty 
Still blufh, as thinking their ownekiflts finne : 

This may flies doe, when I ftom this muft flye. 

And laift thou yet that exile is hot death ? 
^wtRomeo maynotjheisbaRifhcd, 

Flyes may doe this,but I ftom this muft flye : 

They are free men ,but I am banifhed. 

Hadft thou no poifon mixt,no fharpe grownd knife. 
No fudden meane of death, though nere lo meane. 
But Banifhed tokill me ? Banifhed ! 

O Frier, the damned ufe that word in hell. 
Howling attends it: how haft thou the heart. 

Being a Divine, a ghoftly Confeflor, 

A finne Obfolver, and my Friend profeft. 

To mangle me with that word banilhed ? 

Gz 
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iVi.Thou fond mad man, hcare me a little fpeak. 

Rom . O thou wilt fpeake againe of banifihment. . 

Fri. He give thee armour to keepe off that word, 

Adverfities fweet milke 3 Philo(bphy> 

To comfort thee thougbthou art banifhed. 

Rom. Yet banidied ? hang upPhilofophy, 

Unlefie Philofophy can make a Juliet, 

Difplant a towne, reverfe a Princes doome. 

It helpes not, it prevailes not, talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee that mad men have no eares. 

Rom. How fhould they, when wife men have no eyes ? 

Fri . Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. ^ , 

Rom. Thou canft not fpeake of that thou do’ft not feele*’. 

W ert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love* 

An houre but mmied+Tibfllt murdered. 

Doting like me^^ince me banifhed. 

Then mightll wMW^ke, 

Then mightft tflo# tearethy haire, 

And fall upon^^^round as .1 doe now. 

Taking theg^fure of an unmade grave. 

* Nnrfe hnockes t 

Fri. Arife, one knockes, good Romeo hide thy felfe, 

Rom. Not I, unleffe the breath of heart-ficke grones 
Mift-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

Knock*. 

Fri. Harke how they knocke (who’s there ?) Romeo arife, , 
Thou wilt be taken (ftay a while) ftand up. 

Knocke againe. 

Run to my ftudy (by and by) Gods will, 

W hat fimplenefle is this : I come, I come. 

Knocke. 

Who knockes fo hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? > 
Enter Nurfe. 

Nur- Let me come in,and you fhall know my errand : 

I come from Lady Juliet. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

N nr. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 

Where’s 






ef Romeo and Juliet. 

Where’s my Ladies Lord ? where’s Romeo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drtmke. 

Nur. O, he is even in my Miftrelfe cafe. 

Juft in her cafe ; Q wofull nmpachy ! 

Piceous predicament / even lo lyes fhe, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring : 

Stand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a man, 

For Juliets lake, for her lake rife and ftand : 

Why Ihould you fall into fodecpcan O ? 

Aom. Nurfe- 

Nur. Ah fir,ah fir,death is the end of all. 

Rom. Spak’ft thou of Juliet ? how ift with her ? 

Doth fhe not thinke me an old murtherer, . 

Now I have ftain’d the child-head of our joy, 

With blood remov’d but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhe ? and how doth Ihe ? and what layee 
My conceal’d Lady to our canceld love ? 

iV <tr. Oh, fhe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weepes. 

And now falls on her bed, ana then jftarts up, 

And Tibalt calls, and then on Romeo cries. 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name fhot from the deadly levell of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdred her kinfman Oh tell me Frier, tell me 
In what vile part of this Anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may facke 
The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperatehand. 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art. 

Thy teares are womanifh ,thy wilde a£ts denote 
The unreafonable fury of a beaft. 

Unfeemely woman in a feeming man, 

^ ^ eernin g in feeming both, 

Lhou haft amaz’d me : By my holy Order 
I thought thy difpofition better temper’d, 
aft thou flaine Ttbalt .* wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 

G 3 And 
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And flay thy Lady, chat in thy life lyes, 

By doing damned hate upon thy lelfe ? 

Why raifft thou on thy birch, the heaven, and earth, 
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou atonce wou dlt lole ? 
Fie,fie,thou ftiam’ft thy fhape, thy love, thy wit. 
Which like an Ufurer aboundft in all. 

And ufeft none in that true ufe indeed, . , 

Which (houldbcdecke thy fhape, thy love, thy Wit- 
Thy noble fhape is bur a forme of waxe, 

Dierefling from the valour of a man : 

Thy dcare love fworne, but hollow perjury. 

Killing that love which thou haft vow d to cheria * : 
Thy wit, that ornament to fhape and love, 
Mifle-fhapen in the conduft of themboth. 

Like powder in a skill-leffe fouldicrs flaske, 

Isfctonfirebythineownc ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thme owne detencc* 

What? rowfe thee f man, thy is anve. 

For whofedeare fake thou waft but lately dead; 
There arc thou happy. Tibalt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft Tibalt , there art thou happy. 
TheLaw that threatned death becomes thy friend, 
And turnes it to exile, there art thou happy. 

A packe of bleflings light uponthy backe, 
Happinefle courts thee in her beft array. 

But like a misbehav d and fullen wench 
Thou poutft upon thy fortune and thy love. 

Take heed, take heed,for fuch dye miferable. 

Goe cet thee to thy love, as was decree d, 

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But lookethouftay not till the watch be let, 

For then thou canft not pafleto Mantua 
W here thou (halt live till we can find a time 

To blaze your marriage .reconcile your friends. 

Bee pardon of the Prince ,and call thee backe. 
With twenty hundred thoufend times more joy 



Than 



Romeo and Juliet I? . 

Than thou wentft forth in fomentation. 

Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften-all the houfetobed. 

Which hcavieforrow makes them apt unto, 

!%omeo is comming. .• 

Nur. O Lord, I could have ftaid here all the night. 

To heare good counfell ; oh what Learning is ! 

My Lord, lie tell my Lady you will come. 

Hom.T>oz fo, and bid my Tweet prepare to chide. 

Nur . Here fir, a ring (he bids me give you fir. 

Hie you, make hafte , forit growes very late. 

Rom. How well my comfort is reviv’dby this. 

Fri. Goe hence, good night, and here Hands all your ftate. 
Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by the breake of day diiguis’d from hence : 

Sojourne in Mantua ,Tle findeouc your man. 

And he (hall fignifie from time to time 
Every good hap to you that chances here : 

Give me thy hand/tis late, farewell , good night. 

‘R&m. But that a joy paft joy calls out on me, , * 

It were a griefe (b briefe to part with thee. 

Farewell, 

Exeunt. 

Enter old Capulet, his wife, and Paris. 

C a P* Things have falne out fir fo unluckily. 

That we have had no timeco move our daughter : 

Looke you, (be lov'd her Kinfman Tib alt dearely , . 

And fo did I : well , we were borne to dye . 

Tis very late, fhee’ll not come downe to night. 

I promife you but for your company 
I would have beene a bed an houre agoe. * 

Taris.Thcfc times of woe afford notimestowooe? : 
Madam good night, commend me to your daughter. 

La A will, and know her mind early to morrow, 

To night (be is mewed up to her heavinefle. 

Cap. Sir Paris , I will make a defperate tender 

Ofmychildes love Uthinke fhe will be rul’d , 

In 
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In all relpeSs by me : nay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her ere you goe to bed. 

Acquaint her herewith my lonne Paris love. 

And bid her, marke you me, on wednefday next : 

But foft, what day is this ? 

Tarts. Monday, my Lord. 

fa. Monday, ha, ha,well wednefday is toofoone; 

A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tellher 
Shee (hall be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafle ? 

Wee’llkeepe no great adoe, a friend or cwo : 

For harke you, Tibalt being ilaine lb late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly, 

Being our kinlman, if we revell much : 

Therefore wee’ll have fome halfe a dozen friends. 

And there an end : But what lay y ou to Thurfday ? 

Paris . My Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone , a thurfday be it then : 

Goe you to Juliet ere you goe to bed, 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lord : light to my chamber ho. 

Afore me : it is fo very late , that we may call it early by and by. 

Goodnight. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo and Juliet aloft. 

Jttl. Wilt thoube gone ? it is not yet neare day : 

It was the Nightingale and not theLarke, 

That pearc’t the fearefull hollow of thine eare ; 

Nightly (lie fings on yond Pomegranate tree : 

Beleeve me love it was the Nightingale. 

Pom . It was the Larke,the herald ofthe morne, 
NoNightingale : looke love what envious ftreakes 
Doe lace the levering clouds in yonder Ealt : 

Nights candles areburnt out, and jocond day 
Stands t ip-toe on the roifty mountaines tops : 

I mult be gone and live, or flay and dye. 

fttl. Yond light is not day-light , I know it I : 



It 
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It is fome Meteor that the Anne exhale. 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer* 

And lighc thee on thy way to Mantua. 

Therefore flay yct,thou needed not be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta’n,rlet me be put to dearfv 
lam content, fo thou wilt have it lo. 
lie lay yon gray is not the mornings eve, 

’T is but the pjle reflexe of Cinthia’sbmwl 
Nor that is not the Larke whole notes doe beat 
The vanity heavenfoJugtahDve our.heads : 

I have more care to flay than will to goe. 

Come death and welcome , Juliet willsitfa. 

How ill my iqule > let’s talke, it is not day. 

Jul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone away; 

It is the Larke that fings fo out of tHne, 

Strayning harfh difcords, and unpleafing Iharpet 
Some lay the Larke makes Iweet divifion ; 

This doth not fo , for (he divideth us. 

Some fay the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes 
O now I would they had chang’d voices to<£ * 
SinceaSrme from arme that voice doth us affray. 

Hunting thee hence with Huntliip to the day. 

0 now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Rom. More light and Iight,more darke and darkc 

our woes. 

Enter Afadam and jWarfe. 

Nurf. Madam. 

Jul. Nurfe. 

L l Jy m ° ch 7 '? commin gto your chamber, 

1 he day us broke, be wary, looke about. 

Jul. Then window let day in, and let life out 

Farewen, farewell , one kifle and lie defcend- 

T it " r° U g ° L nc fo love ’ Lord ’ a y husband, friend ? 

I mult heare from thee every day in the houre, 
rorm a minute there are many dayes. 

O by this count I (hall be much in yecres, 
tre I againe behold my Rome*. 

H 



Rent. 



iff! I 
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' Farewell* 

\ will emit no opportunity , . 

That may convey my greetings, Love, to tnee. 
jul. O thinkft thou we fhall ever meet agauie * 

Rom. I doubt it not, and all thefc woes fhall ferve 
For fweet difcourfes in our time to come. 

Jul. O God, I have an ill diviningfoule, 

Me thinkes I fee thee now thou art fo low 
As one dead in the bottome of a tombe ; 

Either my eye-fight fades or thou lookit pale. 

Rom . And truft me love in my eye fo doe you, 

Dry fbrrow drinkes our blood . Adieu # adieu# ^ 

Jul. O fortune, fortune, all men call thee fickle > 

If thou art fickle whar doft thou with him 
That is renown d for faith ? Be fickle fortune. 

For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long, 

But fend himbacke, 

Enter Mother* 

La. Ho daughter, are you up? 

Jul. Who ift that calls ? it is my Lady mother# 

Is (he not downe fo late, or up fo early ? 

What unaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither ? 

La. W hy how now Juliet ? 

Jul. Madam lam not well. 

La. Evermore weeping foe your coufins death . 

What ? wilt thou wafh him from his grave with teares i > 
And if thou couldft , thou couldft not make him live 5 
Therefore have done, feme gtiefe (hewes much ot love, 
But much of griefe fhewes Rill feme want ot wit . 

Jul. Yet let me weepe for ftch a feeling lofle. 

La. So fhall you feele the lofle, but not the friend 
Which you weepe for. 

. Jul. Feeling lb the lofle, * v 

I cannot chute but ever weepe the friend. • 

La. Well Girle,thou weepft not fo much tor his deatn, 
As that the villaine lives which flaughtered him. 



if Romeo Atii Juliet 

Jul What villaine Madam 

La. That fame villaine %omte. 

Jul. Villaine and he be many miles afunderi ^ 

God pardon him, 1 doe with all my heart : 

And yei no man like he doth grieve my heart. 

La. That is becaufe the Traitor lives. 

Jul. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my bands s 
Would none but I might venge my coufins death. 

La. We will have vengeance for it, feare thou not. 

Then weep no more^Tleiendto one in Mantua , 

Where that feme baniflht runnagate dbth live* 

Shall give him fuch an unaccuftomy dram. 

That he (hall foonc keepe Ttbalt company, 

And then I hopethou wilt be fatisfi’d. 

Jul. Indeed I never fhall be fatisfi'd 
W ith Romeo till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart, fo for a kinfman vext. 

Madam, if you could finde out but a man 
TobeareapoyfonTwould temper it. 

That Romeo fhouid upon reccit thereof 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhorres 
To heare him nam'd, and cannot come to him, 

To wreake the love I bore my coufin. 

Upon his body that hath flaughtrcd him. 

Mo. Find thon the meahes,and lie finde fucVa man, 

But now lie tell thee jbyfull tidings Girle. 

Jul. And joy comes well in fuch a needy time 
What are they ibefeech youri/adifhip? 

Mo. Well,welFthou haft a carefnll father childe* 

One, who to put thee from thy heavinefle. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of joy, 

Thar thouexpefts not , nor I lookt not for. 

Jul. Madam in happy time, what day is that ? 

Mo. Marry my chilcfe early next thurfday morne, 

The gallant, young, and noble Gentleman, 

The C ounty Paris at Saint 'Peters Church, 

Shall happily make thee there a joy full Bride. 

Hi Jul 
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Jul. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Teter too. 
He {hall not make me there a joyfull Bride, 

T 'wonder at this hafte, that I muft wed .] 

Ere he that muft be husband comes to wooe s 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 

I will not marry yet ; and when I doe, I Iweare 
It (hall be %omeo , whom you know I hate, 

Rather than Paris. Thefe are newes indeed. 

Mo. Here comes your father , tell him fo your felfc. 
And fee how he will take it at at your hands. 

Enter CapuletW Narfe. 

Cap . When the Sun fets,the aire doth drifle dew. 
But for the Sun-fet of my brothers fonne, 

It rainesdowne right. . 

How now, a Conduit Girle ? whatftill in tearesj? 
Evermore (howring ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit!! a Barjke, a Sea, a winde : 

For ftill thy eyes, which! may call the fea, 

Doe ebbe and flow with teares 5 the Bark thy body is. 
Sailing in this fait flood ; the windes thy lighes, 

Who raging with thy teares, and they with them, 

W ithout a (iidden calme will over-let 
Thy temped tolled body. Hownowwife? . 

Have you delivered to her our, decree 

La. I fir, but Are will none , (he gives you thankes. 

I would the foole were married to her grave. 

Cap- Soft, take me with you, take me with you wife. 
How ? will (he none ? doth Are not flie give us thanks? 
Is (he not proud ? doth (lie not count her bleft, 
(Unworthy as Ihe is) that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome ? 

Not proud you have,but thankfull that you have: 
Proud can I never be of what I hate, 

But thankfull even for hate that’s meant in love- 
Cap. How now ? how now?chopt logick? what is this? 
Proud, and I thanke yon, and I thanke you not. 

And yet not proud •• Miftris minion, you, 

Thanke me no thankings , nor proud me no prouds, 
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But fettle your fine joints ’gainft Thurfday next. 

To goe with Tarts to Saint Peters Church, 

Or I will dragge thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out you creene ficknefte carrion,out you baggage, 

You tallow face. • 

La. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

7#/. Good father, I befeech you on my knees, 

Heare me with patience but to ipeake a word. 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage, dilbbedient wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurlcfay, 

Or never after looke me in the face. 

Speake not, reply not, doe not anfwere me, 

My fingers itch : Wife, we fcarce thought us bleft 
That God had lent us but this onely childe, 

But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that we have a eurfe in having her : 

Out on her hilding. 

JV#r.Godin heaven blefle her. 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her ib # 

Fa. And why my Lady wiidome ? hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence fmatter with your goffips, goe. 

Narfe. I fpeake no treafon . 

Fa. O Godigeden. 

Narfe. May not one Ipeake ? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 

Utter your gravitie o’re a Goffips bowle. 

For here we need it not. 

Wife. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods breadjt makes me mad : 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke,pIay, 

A lone, in company, ftill my care hath bin 
To have her matcnt, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Offaire demeanes, youthfull,and nobly alliU 
Stuft (as they fay) with honourable parrs. 

Proportion’d as ones thought would wiflh a man ; 
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A whining mitnmet in her fortunes tender f 
To anfwer, lie not wed , I cannot love$ 

I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed lie pardon you, 

Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with me ; 

Looke too't, thinke on’t, I doe not ufe to jeft, 

Thurlday is neere > lay hand on heart, advife. 

And you be mine, lie give you to my friend ; 

And you be not,hang,beg ftarvejdye in the ftreetSi 
For by my foule Jle ne're acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine (ball ever doe thee good. 

Truft too t, bethinke you, lie not be forfwornc. 

Jul. Is there no pitty fitting in the cloudcs, 

That fees into the bottome of my griefe ? 

0 (weet my mother caft me not away, 

Dclaythis marriage foramoneth,a weeke; 

Or if you doe not, make theBridallbed 

In that dim Monument where Tib Alt lyes. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for lie not (peake a word. 

Doe as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. Exit < 

Jul. O God,0 Nurfe, how (ball this be prevented ? 

My husband isen earth , my faith in heaven, 

How (ball thar faith returne againe to earth, 

Unleffe that husband fend it me from heaven. 

By leaving earth ? comfort me, counfell me. 

AIacke,alacke, that heaven fhould pra&ice ftratagems 
Upon fo foft a fubjeft as my felfe. 

What faift thou ? haft thou not a word of joy ? 

Some comfort Nurfe. (nothing, 

Nur. Faith here it is. Romeo is banifhed, and all the world to 
That he dares ne’re come backe to challenge you : 

Or if he doe, it needs muft be by fteafth : 

Then finer the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 

1 thinke it beft you married with the Countie. 

O hee’s a lovely Gentleman : 

Romeo s a difh-clout to him : an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo greene, fo quick , fo faire an eye 

i H 



As 



^/Racneo ^Juliet. 

As Paris hath : beftirew my vet y heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match, 

For it excels vour hrft ; or if it did not, 

Your firft is dead, or ’ewere asgood he were, 

As living here and you no ufe of him. 

Jul. Speakeft thou from thy heart ? 

Nur . And from my foule too, or elfe beftirew them both. 

J#/.Amen. 

Nur. What? 

Jul. Well, thou haft comforted me marvellous much . 

Coe in and tell my lady I am gone. 

Having dilplcas’d my father , to Laurence Cell, 

To make confclfion , and to be abfolv’d. 

Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wifely done. Exit. 

J#/. Ancient damnation, O moft wicked fiend. 

Is it more finne to wifh me thus forlworne, 

Or to dilpraife my Lord wirh that fame tongue. 

Which (be hath prais’d him with above compare, 

So many thouland times ?GoeCoun(eller, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth (ball be twaine : 

He to the Frier to know his remedy, 

If all elfe faile, my felfe have power to dye. Exit . 

Enter Frier and County Paris# 

Fri.O n Thnrlday fir ! the timers very fliort. 

Fa. My father Cafulet will have it lb, 

Apd I am nothing flow to flacke his hafte. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies minde, 

Uneven is this courfe , I like it not. 

Pa. Immoderately (be weepesfor Tibalts death, 

And therefore have I little talkt oflove : 

For V inns fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 

Now fir her father counts it dangerous 
That (be doth give her fbrrow fo much fway, 

And in his wifiome haftes our marriage. 

To ftop the inundation ofher teares, 

W hich too much minded by her felfe alone. 

May be put from her by fociety. 

Now 
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Now doe you know the reafon of this hafte ? 

Fri. I would I knew not why it (hould be flowed : 

Looke fir, here’s comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

Enter Juliet. 

Par. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

JhL That may be fir , when I may be a wife. 

Pa . That may be,muft be love on Thurfday next.' 

Jul. What muft be fliallbe. 

Fri . That’s a certaine text. 

par . Come you to make confeflion to this Father ? 

JhL To anfwer that I fliould confeffe to you. 

Par 4 Doe not deny to him that you love me. 

JhL I will confefle to you that I love him. 

Par . So will ye I am fure that you love me. 

JhL If I doe fo, it will be of more price. 

Being (poke behind your backe, than to your face. 

P*r.Poorefoule,thy face is much abus’d with teares* 
J#/.Theteares have got fmall viftory by that, 

For it was bad enough before their Ipight. 

Par. Thou wrongft it more than teares with that report. 
JhL That is no flander fir, which is a truth. 

And what I (pake Upakeittomyface. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haft flandredit. 

Jul. It maybe fo , for it is not mine owne. 

Are you at leiiure , holy father, now ? 

Or fhall I come to you at evening Made ? 

Fri. My leifure ferves me,penfive daughter, now : 

My Lord, we muft intreat the time alone. 

Pa. God Afield I fliould difturbe devotion. 

Juliet , on thurfday early will I rowfe ye, 

Till then adieu, and keepe this holy kifle. Exit. 

Jul. O fliut the doore, and when thou haft donefo. 
Come weep with me, paft hope, paft cure, paft helpe. 

Fri. O Juliet , I already know thy griefe. 

It ftraines me paft the compafle of my wits ; ^ 

] heare thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it # 

On T hurfday next be married to this County. 



*/ Romeo and Juliet. 

Jul. Tell me not Frier that thou hearftofthiJ, 
Unleflc thou tell me how I may prevent it : 

Ifin thy wifdome thou canft give no helpe. 

Doc thou but call my refoJucion wife. 

And with this knife lie helpe it prefently. 

God join’d my heart and Rome.',, thou our hands. 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeo’s fcal’d, 
Shallbethe Labell to another deed# 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Torne to another, this {hall flay them both. 
Therefore out of thy long experiene’t time. 

Give me fome prelent counfell,orbehold 
Twixt my eictremesand me this bloody knife 
Shall play the Umpire, arbitrating that 
Which the commiflibn ofthy ycarea and art 
Could to noilfueof true honour brine- 
Be not fo long to fpeake, I long to dye, 

Ifwbat thou fpeak'ftfpeake notofremedy. 

daughter/, I doefpy .kinde ofhope. 
Which craves as defperatcan execution. 

As that is defperatc which we would prevent. 

It rather than to marry Countie 'Pari* 

Thou haft the ftrength £f will to flay thy fclfe; 

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
~. tbin £ ^^death cochide awaythislbame. 

That coop ft with death himfelfeto fcapefrom it • 

7 ',iuu d j reft)Ile § ive thec remedy*. 

Jul. On bid me leape, rather than marry Tar is. 
From offthe battlements of any Tower ? 

Wherefon?ri eeVi,h ° rbid me 

ereferpents areichame me with coring beares 

Or hide me night J y in a eharnell houle, ° ’ 

w^ V ^T Utcwlth dead mens ratline bones 

A if iT- J 16 § oe Jnto a ncw made grave, 
tlJJJ me w “ h a dead man in his Ihroud; 
mgs that to heare them told have made me trembly 
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A net 1 will doe it without feareor doubt, 

To live anunftain’d wife to my fweet Love. 

%. Hold then, goe home.be merry ’ give confent 
To marry Paru • wednefday is to morro v, 

To morrow night looke that thou lye alone. 

Take thou this viallbeing then in bed. 

And this drilling liquor dnnkethouott, 

When prefently through all thy vemes flrall runn 

A cold and drowfie humour : for no nuHe 

Shall keep his native progrefle. but lurceafe. 

The rofes in thy lips and cheekes (hall fade 
To paly afhes,thy eyes windowesfall. 

Like death when he (huts up the day oflifc . 

Each part depriv’d of topple government , ^ 

Shall ftiffe and ftarkeand cold appeare like death . 

indinthisborrow’d likeneffe of (hrunke death 

Thou (halt continue two and forty houres. 

And then awake as from a plealant (leepe- 

Now when the bridegroome in the morning rome , 

To rowfe thee fromThy bed, there art thou dead; 
Then, as the manner of our courttreyis. 

In thy bed robes, uncover’d on the Beere, 

Beborne toburiall in thy kindreds grave : 

Thou (halt be borne to that (ameancient vault. 
Where all the kindred ofthe Capulets lye . 

In the meane time againft thou (halt awake. 

Shall %omeo by my Letters knowour drift. 

And hither (hall he come : and he and I 
Will watch thy waking : and. that very night 
Shall %omca beare thee hence to M ** ua L 
And this fhallfree thee from this prefent (hame. 

If no inconftant joy nor womanim reare 
Abate thy valour in the afting it- 
7*. Give me^ive me,0 tell me not otrcare. 

Fri> Hold? get you gone* be ftrong and proiperous 
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In this refolve : He fend a Frier with ip&ed 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 

Jul. Love give me ftrength, and ftrength fliall helpe afford. 
Farewell deare father. Exeunt. 

Enter Father CapuLet , Mother, Nurfe, and Ser - 
vingmen , two or three . 

Cap . So many guefts invite as here are writ : 

Sirrah, goe hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 

Ser . You fliall have none ill fir , for He try if they can licke 
their fingers. 

Cap* How canft thou try them fo > 

aSVr.Marriefiritis an ill Cooke that cannot licke hisowne 
fingers : therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes not with 
me. 

Cap. Goe begone, we fliall be much unfomiflit for this time : 
what ? is my daughter gone to Frier Laurence l 

Nnr. I fbrfooth. 

Cap . Well, he may chance to doe fomegood on her, 

A peevifh feJfc-wiil’d harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nur. See where fhe comes fiom ffirift with merrie looke. 

Cap . How now my head-ftrong , where have you beene gad- 
ding? 

Jul. W here I have learnt to repent the finne 
Ofdifobedient oppofition 
To you and your behefts , and am injoin’d 
By holy Laurence to fall proftrate here, 

To begge your pardon : pardon I befeech you, 

Henceforward I am ever rul’d by you. 

C ap. Send for the Coanty, goe tell him of this, 
lie have this knot knit up to morrow morning. 

Jul. I met the youthfull Lord at Laurence Cell, 

And gave him what becommed love I might, 

Not flepping ore the bounds of modefty. 

Cap. Why I am glad ont, this is well, fland up. 

This is as *t fliould be, let me fee the County : 

I marry, goe I fay and fetch him hither. 

I a Now 



1 < 
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Now afore God this holy reverend Frier, 

All our whole City is much bound to him. 

?»/. Nurfe, wi 11 you goe with me into myclofct, 

To helpe me fort foch needfull ornaments 
As you thinkc fit to furni fh me to morrow ? 

Mo. No, not till tburfday ; there is time enough. 
Frf.GoNurfe.goe with her, weerJl to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt • 

Mo. We fhallbe (hort in our privifion, 

’T is now nfctte night . 

Frf-Tufh. lwill ftirre about-,:. i ; _ ; . V 

And all things fhallbe well,I warrant thee wife. 

Goe thou to helpe to deckeupher : 

He not to bed to night, let mealone, r — ; 

He play the hufwife for this once. What ho ? 

They are all forth : well,l will walke my fclfe 
ToCounty Paris, to prepareuphim 
Againft to morrow ; my heart is wondrous light. 

Since this fame way ward girle is fo reclaim’d. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Juliet and Nurfe. 

Jul, I, thofe attjres arebeft :but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leave me to my felfe to night. 

For I have need of many Orifons,. 

To move the heavens to (mile upon my ftate. 

Which well thou know’ft is croffe and full of finne. 

Enter Mother- 

Mo. What are you bufie ho ? need you my help ? > 
y«/.No Madam, we have cull'd foch neceffaries 
As are behoovefull for our ftate to morrow : 

So pleafe you let me now be left alone, 

And let theNurfethis night fit up with you, 

For I am fore you have your hands full all, 

In this fo fudden bufineffe. . 

Goodnight, r 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 

1 ’ Exeunt, . 
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Jul. Farewell, God knowes when we (hall meet againel 
I have a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 

That almoft freezes up the heat oflife : 

He call them backe againe to comfort me. 

Nurfe : what (hould (he doe heare ? 

My difmall Scene I needs muft aft alone. 

Come Viall : what if this mixture doe not worke at all . 
Shall I be married then to morrow morning ? 

No. no, this fhall forbid it, lye thou there. 

What if it be a poyfon which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftred to have me dead. 

Left in this marriage he (hould be difhonour d, 

Secaufe he married me before to Romeo ? 

Ifeareitis;and yet me thinks it (hould not, 

For he hath ftill beene tryed an holy man. 

How if when I am laid into the tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me ? there’s a fearfull point, 

Shall I not then be ftifled in the V ault. 

To whofefoule mouth no healthfome airebreaths in. 

And there dye ftrangled ere my Romeo comes ? 

Or if I live, is it not very like 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place. 

As in a Vault , an ancient receptacle, 

Where for thefe many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my buried, ancefters are packt ; 

Where bloody Eibult, yet but greenein earth, 

Lies feftring in his fhrowd ; where, as they fay. 

At feme houres in the night (pirits refort : 

Alacke, alacke,it is not like that I 
So-early waking, what with loathfomefmells, 

And fhrikes like mandrakes tome out of the earth, 

That living mortalls hearing them runne mad : 

Or if I wake, fhall I not be diftraught, 

(Invironed with all thefe hideous fearea.) 

And madly play with my forefathers joints ■ 



And 



The moft lamentable Tragedy 
And pjuckethe mangled Tibalt from his (hrowd. 

And in this rage with foine great kinfmans bone. 

As with a club, dafti out my defperatebraines. 

O looke, methinkes I feemy coufinsghoft 
Seeking out Romeo that did (pit his body 
Upon a Rapiers point : flay Tibalt flay ; 

Romeo, Romeo, Romeo, here’s drink, I drink to thee* 

Enter Lady of the houfe and Nurfe • 

La, Hold, take thefekeyes, and fetch more fpices Nurfe. 

Nur, They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paftry. 

Enter oAiCapulet. 

Cap . Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, the fecond cOcke hath crowed* 

The Curphew bell hath rung, ’t is three a clocke : 

Looketo the bakt meats, good Angelica 
Spare notforcoft. 

Nurfe . Goe you Cot-queane, goe. 

Get you to bed, faith you’ll be ficke tomorrow 
For this nights watching. 

Cap, No,not a whit, what ? I have watcht ere now 
All night for leffe caufe, and nerebeen ficke. 

La, I,you have been a moufe-hunc in your time. 

But I will watch you from fuch watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfe, 

(Jap, A jealous hood, a jealous hood : now fellow,w hat is there? 
Enter three or four e with fpits , and logs , and baskets, 

Tel . Things for the Cooke fir, but I know not what. 

Cap . Make hafte, make hafte ; firrah fetch drier logges : 

Call Veter , he will fhew thee where they are. 

Tel, I have a head fir that will findeout logges. 

And never trouble c Teter for the matter. 

Cap. Mafic and well laid, a merry horfon, ha. 

Thou (halt be Loggerhead- Good faith ’tis day. 
play Muficke . 

The County will be here with Muficke ftraight. 

For fo he laid he would : I heare him neare. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho, what Nurfe I fey. 

* Enter Nurfe . 

Goe waken Juliet ^ goe and trim herup, He 
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lie goe and chat with Parley hie, make hafte ; 

Make hafte, the Bridegroome heeis come already, make hafte 
I fay 

Nur. Miftris , what M i ftri s, jxliet •• faft I warrant her flic : 
Why lambe, why Lady, fie you fluggabsd ; 

Why Love I fay , Madam, Sweet heart, why Bride : 

What . ? not a wordPyou take your penniworch now, 

Sleepe for a weeke 5 for the next night I warrant 
The County Paris hath fet up his reft, 

That you (hall reft but little : God fotgive me. 

Marry and Amen , how found is fhe afleepe : 

I muft needs wake her : Madam, Madam,Madam : 

I, let the County take you in your bed, 

Hee’ll fright you up yfaith : willit not be ? 

What dreft and in your clothes , and downe again ? 

I muft needs wake you ; Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Alas, alas, helpe, helpe,my Ladies dead. 

Oh weladay that ever I was borne : 

Some Aqua vita hp, my Lord, my Lady* 

Mo, What noife is here ? 

Nur, O lamentable day ! 

Mo, W hat is the matter ? 

Nur. Looke, looke,0 heavie day ! 

Mo. O me, O me, my childe, my onely life l 
Revive , looke up, or I willdye with thee : 

Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For fhame bring Juliet forth , her Lord is come* 

Nur. Shee’sdead, deceas’t, fhee sdead, alacke the day. 

Mo, Alacke the day , fhee’s dead, fhee s dead, (hee’s dead. 
Fa, Hah, let me fee her : out alas Aiee’s cold, 

Her blood is fet led, and her joints are ftife : 

Life and thefe lips have long beenefeparated, 

Death lyes on her like an untimely froft 
Upon the fweeteft flower of all the field. 

Nur. O lamentable day ! 

Mo t O wofulltime! 

' < Fa: 





T\)t Mofi lamentable Ttagedj 
Fa. Death that hath ta’ne her hence to make me waite, 

Tyes up my tongue, and will not let me fpeake. 

Enter Frier and thi (^ountj .with Muftcians . 

Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to goe to Church ? 

Fa. Ready to goe, but never to returns 
O fonne, the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death laine with thy wife , there (he lyes, 

Flower as (lie was, deflowredby him, 

Death is my fonne in law, death is my heire # _ 

My daughter he hath wedded , I will dye 
And leave him all, life, living, ail is deaths. 

Fa. Have I thought long to fee this mornings face. 

And doth it give me fuch a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accurft, unhappy, wretched, hatefull day, 

Moft miferable hourc that ere time (aw 
In lading labour ofhis Pilgrimage : 

But one, poore one, one poore and loving childe, 

But one thing to rejoice and folace in, 

A nd cruel 1 death hat h catcht it from my fight« 

Nur . O woe, O wofull,wofull, wofull day, 

Moft lamentable day, moft wofull day. 

That ever, ever I did yet behold : 

0day,0 day, O day, O hatefull day. 

Never was fecne fo black c a day as this* 

O wofull day, O wofull day. 

Par . Beguil’d,divorced, wronged, fpi^httd,flairie P 
Moft deteftable death, by thee Deguifa, 

Bycrucll,cruellthec quite overthrowne, 

O love, O life, not life, but love in death. 

Fa DefpisUdiftrefled, hated, martyr*d,kird : 

Uncomfortable time, why cam’ft thou now, 

To rrsurther,murther our (blemnity ? 

O chi ld,0 child, my foule, and not my childe. 

Dead art thou,alacke my child is dead. 

And with my childe my joyes are buried. 

Fri Peace ho for fhame,confufions, care lives not 
In thefe conditions : heaven and your felfc 

Had 



ef Romeo and Julies 

Had part in this faire Maide ; now heaven hath all. 
And all the better is it for the Maide. 

Your part in her you could not keope from death. 
But heaven keepes his part in eternal 1 life ; 

The moft you fought was her promotion. 

For ’twas your heaven (he (hould be advancV, 

And weepe ye now feeing fhe is advanct 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven himfelfe ? 

O in this love you love your childe fo ill. 

That you run mad , feein g that fhe is w ell. 

Shees not well married that lives married long. 
But (bee's beft married that dyes married young. 
Dry up your teares, and fticke your Rofemary 
On this faire coarfe ; and as the cuftome is, 

And in her beft array, beare her to Church : 

For though fome nature bids us all lament, 

.Yet Natures teares are Reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained feftivall, 
Turnefrom their office toblacke funerail : 

Our inftrumentsto melancholy Bels, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad funerail feaft. 

Our folemne hymnes to fullen dyrges change. 

Our bridall flowers ferve for a buried coarfe7 
And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, goe you in ; and Madam goe with him. 
And goe fir Tarts , every one prepare 
To follow this faire coarfe unto her grave. 

The heavens doe lowre upon you for fome ill. 

Move them no more by eroding their high will. 
r Exeunt. Manent Muficti 

Mufti Faith we may put up our pipes and be gone, 
JVur. Honeft good fellowes,ah put up, put up. 

For well youknow this is a pitifull cafe. 

Fid. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Exeunt omnes • 
Enter Peter. 

Fe .MufitianSjOh Mu(itians 3 hearts eafe, hearts eafe? 



The wojl Umentable Tugtdy 
O, and you will have me live, play hearts eafe. 

oKS'caufe my heart it felfe P lay«,my hean: 
is full of woe. 

O plav me feme merry dump to comfort me. 
yk/L.Noc a dump we, ’us no time to play now. 
p<.f.You will not then? 

Min-No. Jt . 

Pet. I will then give it you toundly. 

Min. W hat will you give ns ? 

c Pet. No mony on my faith, but thegleeke. 

Pet. Then will I lay the ferving creatures dagger on your pat 
1 will carry no Crochets, He Re you, lie Fa you : 

Doe vou note me 

WtasTpinggS'atheheart dortwwAttan mufickemd. 

Why' 'filmtad » why muficke with her filver tad ?what fa, 

firfbecaufe fikethath a fweettad. 

Pet. Pratee, what fay you HughRebicke • 

2.M. I fay (liver found, becaule Mufitians found for filveu 
Pet. Pratee too : what fay you James found pott . 
o.M. Faith I know not what to fay. 

Pet. O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer, 

1 will fay for y ou : it is muficke with her (liver found, 

Becaufe Mufitians have no gold for founding : 

Then Muficke with her filver found with fpcedy helpe doth lend 






of Romeo and Julieri 
'Min* What a peftilent Knave is this ? 

M . 2 .Hang him Jacke , come wee’ll in here, tame for the 
Mourners^ ana flay dinner. 

Exeunt* 

Enter Romeo. 

If I may truft the flattering truth of fleepe* 

My dreames prefage fome joyfull newes at hand. 

My bofomes Lord fits lightly on his throne. 

And all this day an unaccuftom’d fpirit 

Lifts me above the ground with cheerfull thoughts. 

I dreamt my Lady came andiound me dead, & 

Strange dreams that give a dead man leave to think. 

And breath’d fuch life with kifles in my lips, 

■That I reviv’d and was an Emperour. 

Ah me, how fweet is love it felfe pofleft, 

L When but loves fhadowes are lb rich in joy. 

Enter Romeo’s man Balthazer- 
Newes from Verena ? how now Balthaz,er ? 

Doft thou not bring me letters from the Frier ? 

How doth my Lady ? is my father well ? 

How doth my Lady Juliet ? that I aske againe. 

For nothing can be ill if fhe be well. 

Man. Then fhe is well, and nothing can be ill 
Her body deeps in Camels monument, 

Andherimmortall part with Angelslives. 

I few her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prefently tooke pofte to tell it you : 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leave it for my office fir. 

Rom. Is it even fo ? then I deny you flarres.' 

Thou know’ll my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire poft horfes , I will hence tonight. 

Man. I doebefeech you fir have patience. 

Your lookes are pale and wilde, and doe import 
Some mifadventure. 

Rom. Tufli, thou art deceiv’d ; 

Leave me, and doe the thing Ibid thee doe. 

K 3 Ha ft 
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The tnojl lamentable Tragedy 

Haft thou noLetters to me from theFnct ? 

Man. No my good Lord. j**. 

Tb enter in the thoughts, of deiperate men : 

I doe remember an Apothecar y , , 

And hereabouts he dwels .which late 

Vntattred weeds, with ovcr-whclmrngbrovves 

cSgof fimples ; meager were has lookes, 

Spe mifery had worne him to t he bones. 

And m his n Jedy ^ rtG ^ 

Were thinly fcattered, to make up a (hew- 

Noting this penury, to my 

And if a man did need a P°f onr ^' 

Whofe fale is prcfent death in Mantu j , 

Sthisfarnttho^dWtal^i^. 

And this fame needy manmnii 

As I remember, this fhould be the houfe. 

Being holy-day the beggers (hop is fhut . 

What ho? Apothecary. 

' Abo. Who calls to loud ? . 

Ro. Come hither man : 1 fee that thou art pooie ; 
Hold, there is forty Duckets, let me have 
A dramofpoyfon, fuch fbonefpreading geare 
As willdifperleit felfethrough alltheveines, 

That the life-weane taker may fall dea , 

And that the trunckc may be difeharg d of breati , 
As violently as hafty powder nerd 



william Shakespeare Romeo and Juliet (STC22326) 



ef Romeo and Juliet ! 

Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 

Appo. Such mortall drugs I have , but Mantua’s 

Is death to any he that utters them. 

Tom. Art thou fo bare and fullofwretchednelic, 
And fear’ft to dye ? famine is in thy cheekes. 

Need and oppreflion ftarveth in thine eyes. 
Contempt and beggery hang upon thy back. 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law. 

The world affords no law to make thee rich. 

Then be not poore, but breake it and take this. 

Apo. My poverty but not my will contents . 

'Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Apo. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 

And drinke it off ; and if you had the ftrength 
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ftraight. 

j^.There is thy gold,worfe poifon to mens (oulcs, 
Doing more murders in this loathfbme world. 

Than thclc poor compounds that thou maift not fell. 
I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy food, and get thy felfe in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, goe with me 
To Juliets grave, for there muft I ufe thee. 

J 0 Exeunt . 

Enter Frier John to Trier Laurence. 
Job . Holy Francifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Laurence. 

Lau. This fame fhould be the voice of Frier John, 
Welcome from Mantua : what fayes Romeo ? 

Or ifhis minde be writ, give me his Letter. 

Job. Going to finde a barefoot brother out. 

One of our Order, to aflbciate me, 

Here in the City vifiting the ficke. 

And finding him ; the Searchers of the towne, 
Sufpe&ing that we both were in a houfe 
Where the infectious peftilencedidraigne. 

Seal’d up the doores,and would not let us forth,. 
So that my fpced to Mantua there was (laid. 

T X i 
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The mft lamentable Tragedy 

Lau. Who bare my letter then to %omeo ? 

John. I could not fend it, here it is againe. 

Nor get a Meflenger to bring it thee, 

So fearefull were they ofinfe&ion. 

Lau. Unhappy fortune ,by my brotherhood 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge. 

Of deare import; and the negleftingit 
May doe much danger. Frier John goe hence, 

Get me an iron Crow , and bring it ftraighc 
Unto my Cell. 

Exit, 

John. Brother lie goe and bring it thee. 

Lau . Now muB I to the Monument alone,’ 

Within thefe three houres will faire Juliet wake $ 

She will befhrew me much that "Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 

But I will write againe to Mantua , 

And keepe her at my^ Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore living coarle clos’d in a dead mans tombe. 

Exit . 

Enter Paris and hu P age. 

Tar. Give me thy torch boy, hence, & Band aloofe. 

Yet put it out , for I would not be feene : 

Under yond young trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy'eare clofe to the hollow ground, 

So (hall no foot upon the Churchyard tread, 

Being loofe,unfirme, with digging up of graves, 

But thou fhalt heare it : whiBie then to me, 

As fignall that thou heareft fomething approach. 

Give me thofe flowers, doe as 1 bid thee, goe . 

Rage. I am almoft afraid to Band alone 
Here m the Churchyard , yet I will adventure. 

Far. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridall bed I ftrew : 

O woe, thy Canopy is duft and Bones, 

Which with fveet water nightly I will new; 

Or wanting that, with teares diBill’d by mones, 

TheOblequies that I for thee will keepe, 

< - Nightly 
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JiJiehtly (hall be, to ftrew thy grave and weep; 

Wbijtle Boy. 

The Boy gives warning, fomething doth approach : 

What curfed footwanders this way to night. 

To croffe my obfequies and true loves right ? 

What with a torch ? night muffle me a while. 

Snter Romeo and Balthazer hit man. 

%om. Give me the mattocke and the wrenching iron. 
Hold, take this letter , early in the morning 
See thou deliver ic to my-LowUnd father. 

Give me the light ; upon thy life I charge thee 
What ere thou hear’ft or feeft ftand all aloofe. 

And doe not interrupt me inmy courfe. 

Why I defeend into this bed or death, 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face. 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 

A precious ring ; a ring that I muft ufe 

In deare employment : therefore hence, be gone. 

Rut if thou jealous doftreturne to pry 
In what I farther fhall intend to doe. 

By heaven I will teare thee joint by joint. 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs : 

The time and my intents are favage wild. 

More fierce and more inexorable farre, 

Than empty Tigers, or the roaring fea. 

Bal. I will be gone fir, and not trouble you. 

B$nt. So (halt thou (hew me friendfhip : take thou that, 
Live and be profperous, and farewell good fellow. 

Bal. For all this fame Ilehide mehereabout, 

His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt. 

Bom . Thou deteftable maw , thou wombe of death. 
Gorg’d wich the deareft morfell ofthe earth. 

Thus I enforce thy rotten javves to open, 

And indefpite He cram thee with more food. 

Par. This is that banilht haughty Mount ague. 

That murdred my Loves coufin ; with which griefs 
It is fuppofed the faire creature died j 




The mefi lamentable Tragedy 

And here is come to doe feme villainous frame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 

Stop thy unhallowed coyle vile Momtague ; 

Can vengeance be purfu’d further than death ? 

Condemned villaine I doe apprehend thee. 

Obey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

Tom - 1 muft indeed, and therefore came I hither ? 

Good gentle youth tempt not a defperate man, 

F ly hence and leave me , thinke upon thefe gone, 

Let them affright thee. I befeech thee youth. 

Put not another finne upon my head 
By urging me to fury : O be gone. 

By heaven I love thee better than my felfe. 

For I come hither armed againft my felfe : 

Stay not, be gone, live, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bad thee runaway. 

Par. I doe defie thy commiferation, 

And apprehend thee for a Felon here. 

Rom .Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee Boyv 
Rage. O Lord they fight , I will goe call the watch* 

Par. O I am flaine : ifthou be mercifull 
Open the tombe,lay me with Juliet . 

Rom. In faith I will : let me perufe this face : 

Mer cutio's kinfman , noble County Paris 1 
What laid my man when my betofled foule 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke 
He told me Parts frould have married Juliet , 

Said he not fo ? or did I dreame it fo ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of Juliet , 

To thinke it was fb ? O give me thy hand. 

One writ with me in fbwre misfortunes booke. 

He bury thee in a triumphant grave : 

A grave l O no, aLanthorne flaughtred youth ; 

For here lyes Juliet , and her beautie makes 
This vault a feafting prefence full of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead man interr'd. 

How oft when men arc at the point of death. 

Have 
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Have they beene merry , which their Keepers ei 11 
A lightning before death l Oh how may I 
Call this a lightning ? O my Love, my Wife, 
Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : * 

Thou art not conquer’d, beauties enfigne yet 
Is cnmfon in thy lips, and in thy cheekes : 

And deaths paleflagisuot advanced there. 

Tibalt, lycR thou there in thy bloody flieet ? 

O what more favour can I doe tothee. 

Than with that hand that cnt thy youth in twaine 
To funder his that was thine enemy ? 

Forgive me coufin. Ah dare Juliet, 

Why art thou yet fo faire ? I will beleeve. 

Shall Ibeleevethatunfubftantialldeathis amorous* 

And that the lean abhorred monfter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 

For feare of that I ftill will flay with thee. 

And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart againe : here,here will I remaine. 

With wormes that are thy chambermaides : O here 
Will I fet up my everlafting reft. 

And (hake the yoke of inauspicious ftarres 
From this world-wearied flefh : eyes look your laft, 
Armes take your laft embrace ; and lips, O you 
The doores of breath, feale with a righteous kifle 
A dateleflebargaine to ingroflfajg death : 

Come bitter conduct , come unlavourie guide, 

,1^ j elperate Pilot, now at once run on 
The dalhing rockes thy lea-ficke weary barke • 

Here s to my Love. O true Aporhecary ! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I dye. 



Enter Trier pith Lanthorue, crow, and fpade. 
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The moji lamentable Tragedy 

fn.Blilfebe upon you : Tell me j-ood my friend 
What torch is yond that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyclcfle skulls • as Idifcerne, 



Fri. Who is it? 

Balt . 'Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he bin there ? 
Balt . Full halfe an houre. 

Fri . Goe with me to the vault. 



"Balt. I dare not fir. 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hencej 
And fearefully did menace me with death. 

If I did ftay to looke on his intents. 

Fri . Stay then, He goe Slone, feare comes upon me, 

0 much I feare feme ill unlucky thing. 

Balt. As I did deep under this young tree here, 

1 dreamt my Matter and another fought. 

And that my Matter ilew him. 



Fri.Romeo . , . . 

Alacke, alacke, what blood is this which ftaines 
The ftony entrance of this fepulcher ? 

What meane thefe matterleffe and goarie fwordsy 
To lye difcolour’d by this place of peace ? 

Romeo, oh pale ! who elfe ? what Paris too ? 

And fteept in blood ? ah what an unkinde houre 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance ? 

The Lady ftirres. . . 

JhI. O comfortable Frier , where is my Lord ? 

3 doe remember well where I fiiould be. 

And there I am : where is my Romeo l 
Fri. I hearefome noife Lady, come from that neft 
Of death, contagion, and unnaturall fleepe : 

A greater power than we can contradift 
Hath thwarted our intents : come, come away. 



Rorfieo and JuJierr 

Thy husband in thy bofome there lyes dead, 

And Paris too : comc,Ile difpofeof thee 
Among a fitter-hood of holy Nunnes. 

Stay not to quettion , for the watch is comming? 

Come, goe good Juliet , I dare no longer flay? 

Jul. Goe get thee hence, for I will not away:*^ 

What s here ? a cup clos’d in my true loves hand ? 

Poyfon I lee hath been his timelefle end : 

O churle . drinke all, and leave no friendly drop 
To helpe me after :I will kite rhy 1ip gf 
Haply fome poyfon yet doth hang on them. 

To make me dye with a reftorative. 

Thy lips are warme. 

Enter Boy and Watch. 

Watch. Lead boy, which way ? 

-3 uL Yeanoife ? then lie be briefe. O happy dagger, 

Thisxs thy ILeath, there ruft, and let medye. 

Boy. This ;is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 

rZZr* T r C gr0un u d ,s biood y » iearch about the Churchyard * 
Ooe lome of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pitifull fight / here lyes the County flaine. 

And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead, 

W ho here hath laine thefe two daies buried. 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Capulets, ' 

Raife up ,th e Mount agues : feme others fearch ; 

We fee rhe ground whereon thefe woes doe lye. 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
We cannot withouc circumftance delay. 

Enter Romeo’s man. 

Watch. Here’s Borneo's man.vve found him in the Churchyard, 
c hteje Watch . Hold him in lafety till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Trier and another Watchman. 
j.Watcb, Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes,andweepes, 

Li Wc 




The mft lamentable tragedy 
We tooke this Mattocke and this fade from him, 

As he was comming from this Churchyard fide. 

Chiefe W. A great fufpicion, ftay the Frier too. 

Enter Prince . 

> rin. What mifadventurc is fo early up. 

That calls our perfon from our mornings reft? 

Enter Capulet and his Wife. 

Ca. What fhouldit be that they fo fhrike abroad ? 

Wife. O the people in the ftreet cry r Romet, 

Some Juhet.mA fome Paris, and all runne 
W ith open outcry toward onr Monument. 

Prin. What leare is this which ftartles in your cares . 

Watch. Soveraigne.here lyes the County Parts llame, 

And %ome° dead, and Juliet dead before, 

Warme and new kill’d* , . , , . 

Prin Search, feeke, and know how this foule murder comes. 
watch. Here is a Frier, and flaughtred Romeo's man, 

With inftruments upon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens combes. , , , , 

Cm. O heaven '• O wife ! looke how our daughter bleeds . 
This dagger hath mifta’ne, for lo his ho'uie 
Is empty on the backe of Mwtntague, 

And is miflieathed in my daughters bofome. 

Wi. O me , this fight of death is as a Bell, 

. ^ That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 

Mount ague. 

Prin. Come Monntague, for thou art early up. 

To fee thy fonne and heire now early downe. 

Moan. Alas my Liege, my wife is dead to night, 

Griefe of my Tonnes exile hath ftopt her breath > 

What further woe confpires againft my age f 
' Prin. Looke and thou (halt fee. 

Adou.O thou untaught 1 what manners is in this, 

Topreffe before thy fatherto agrave? 

Pri. Seale up the mouth of outrage for a while. 

Till we can cleare thefe ambiguities, 

And know their (pring,their head, their true defeenr, 
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And then will I be Generali of your woe V 
And lead you even to death : meane time forbeare. 
And let mifchance be Have to patience. 

Bring forth the parties of fufpicion. 

Fri. I am the greateft , able to doe leafl, 

Yet moft fu(pe£fed , as the time and place 
Doe make againft me, of this direfull murder ; 

And here I ft and ,both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned , and my felfe excus’d. 

Fri. Then fay at once wfiaftfeu doftknow in this- 
Fri . I will be briefe, for my (hort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo there dead was husband tothat Juliet , 

And (he there dead that Romeo s faithfull wife; 

I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Tib alts doomefday ; whofe untimely death 
Banifht the new made Bridegroome from this City, 
For whom, and not for Tibalt >Juliet pin’d. 

* Y ou, to remo ve th at liege of griefe from her , 
Betroth’d, and would have married her perforce. 
To County Tarts. Then comes fhe to me, 

And with wild lookes bid me devife fome meanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would (he kill her felfe. 

Then gave I her (fo tuter’d by my Art) 

A ffceping potion, which fo tooke effe& 

As I intended ; for it wrought on her 

The forme of death : meane time I writ to Romeo 

That he (hould hither come as this dire night. 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed grave, 
Being the time the potions force (hould ceafe. 

But he which bore my letter , Frier John y 

* Was flayed by accident, and yefternight 
Return’d my letter backe : then all alone. 

At the prefixed houre of her waking 
Came I to take her from her kindreds vault* 
Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell* 



The w oft lamentable Tragedy 
Till I conveniently could fend to %ome$. 

But when I came lome minute ere the time 
Of her awaking, here untimely lay 
The noble Taris> and true %omeo dead. 

She wakes, and I entreated her come forth. 

And beare this worke of heaven with patience r 
But then a noife did fcare me from the tombe, 

And fhe too defperate would not goe with me. 

But as it feemes did violence on her fel fe. 

All this I know, and to the marriage the Nurfe is privie: 
And ifought in this milcarried by my fault. 

Let my old life be (aerified fome hour before the time. 
Unto the rigour of fevered law. 

Pri. We dill have knowne thee for a holy man. 

W here’s ‘Romeo's man ? what can he fay to this ? 

BaL I brought my Mader newes of Juliets death, 
And then in pod he came from Mantua 
To this fame place , to this fame monument : 

This letter he earely bid me give his Father, 

And threatned me with death going in the vault. 

If I departed not and left him there. 

Pri. Give me the letter, I will looke on it. 

W here is the Counties Page that rais’d the Watch ? 
Sirrah,what made your Mader in thisplace ? 

Boy. He came with dowers to drew his Ladies grave. 
And bid me dand aloofe ; and fb I did : 

Anon comes one with light to ope the tombe, 

And by and by my Mader drew on him. 

And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Pri. This letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courfe of love, the tidings of her death ; 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poore Pothecary , and therewithal! 

Came to this vault, to dye and lye with Juliet . 

Where be thefe enemies ? Capulet, Mount ague. 

See what a fcourge is laid upon your hate. 

That heaven Andes meanes to kill your joyes with love; 



of Romeo and Juliet; 

And I for winking at your difeords too 
Have lod a brafeof Kinfmcn : all are punifht. 

Cap . O brother Mount ague , give me thy hand > 

This is my daughters jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Moun . But I can give thee more : 

For I will raife her datue in pure gold. 

That whiles Veronaty that name is knowne. 

There (hall no figure at that rate be fet. 

As that of true and faithfull Juliet . 

Cap. As rich Romeo shy his Ladies lye : 

Pocre facrifices of our enmity. # , 

Prin . A glooming peace this morning with it brings 
The fun for forrow will not fhew his head. 

Goe hence to have more talkeof thefe fad things. 

Some fhall be pardoned,and fome punidied. 

For never was a Storie of more woe. 

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo . 
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